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GLOSSARY OF TERMS 
 
 
deviant – when an actor departs too far from accepted role definitions 
 
dramaturgical approach – Just as each actor on the stage has a role to play in the 
drama, so each member of society has a part to play in relation to other members 
(husband or wife, children, neighbor, etc). Just as players on a stage follow a script, so 
actors in society follow rules for acceptable behavior. Of course, improvisation also takes 
place while one his or her own interpretation. Important to note is that the actor’s 
interpretation depends in part on the script, in part on what he or she brings to the role, 
what other actors do with their roles, and how the audience (whether real or imagined)—
reacts. 
 
gender or gender roles – learned differences in behavior between males and females 
 
misogyny – hatred of the feminine. Etymology comes from the Greek miso- (hate) + 
gyne (woman or feminine) 
 
neighbor – others who are not like us (Luke 10:25-37). 
 
pericope – during a period of perhaps thirty years or more before the gospels were 
written Jesus’ words and deeds were communicated orally through these individual 
sayings and stories. 
 
schema – a term originally used by psychologists to define the matter of gap-filling in 
semantic memory. These structural hierarchies of information within the reader’s lexicon 
are used to access and sustain information for gap-filling, especially relevant to 
hermeneutics and narrative theology.  
 
sex – characteristics that seem to be biological givens 
 
socio-theoretical orientations: 
Functionalism – Societies are seen as integrated systems, composed of 
specialized interdependent parts. 
 
Conflict theory – Societies are seen as competitive arenas wherein different 
groups vie for control of scarce resources such as wealth, power, and prestige. 
 
Symbolic interactionism  – the theory stating the structure of society is 
determined through social interaction. Social life depends on how actors interpret 
their roles and what audiences they play to. The study of communication is 
central and is done so by the means of symbols, which include words, but also 
gestures and actions that have acquired meaning. 
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SECTION 1 
 
ABSTRACT 
 
To better understand what Christ meant when he prayed, “I have given them the glory 
you gave to me, that they may be one as we are one,”1 this study pursues integration and 
reconciliation of the socially marginalized within a local church community. It is the 
contention of this study that a narrative theological approach to the reading and retelling of 
the pericope de adultera (John 7:53-8:11) is valid as it applies to contemporary praxis within 
the Church. 
A two-part question is asked, “How does the John 8 passage—set in the historical and 
cultural context of the Gospels—inform our ecclesial theology?” The second part is, “What 
does this theology reveal about our understanding of where God’s presence resides, thus 
impacting our core identity and resulting organizational systems?” We further ask how Jesus 
confronted a culture and society that was going far off course from the Kingdom he came to 
usher in. We will consider the effects of his treatment of women and its following 
generational effects.  
This paper contends that when contemporary Christ followers re-examine their own 
actions and attitudes and become sensitized to marginalized fellow human beings, they will 
be challenged to initiate reconciliation and mutuality within their own church communities. 
Though Western culture understands Christ’s salvific work in an individualized paradigm, 
here the conclusion is reached that redemption and life transformation is not merely a private 
affair, but one of unity taking place within and involving a diverse body of Christ wherein 
hospitality and empowerment results for all people groups at its center.  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
1 John 17:20-23 (italics mine). 
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After examining alternative solutions to the presenting problem, the author proposes 
that with the foundational application of a narrative theological approach (first exegetical, 
then imaginative) to Christ’s interactions with women, a creative starting place is given for 
rethinking one’s own identity—and ultimately experiencing how this effects his or her 
current and future involvement and inclusion of misplaced people. 
The Artifact portion of this dissertation includes a book proposal and sample chapters 
for a creative work of approximately 50,000 words. The book is a spiritual memoir, a 
contemporary story of hope and redemption inspired by a fresh reimagining of the women 
who followed Jesus. 
3	  
SECTION 2 
THE PROBLEM 
 
 
Introduction 
Have you ever wondered how Jesus could have had the audacity to say to a woman 
still clinging to the sheets from her lover’s bed where she had just been dragged and narrowly 
escaped being stoned, “Go and sin no more”? The story is one rapt with conflict and 
intrigue—of which epic stories are made. Triangles of conflict present themselves on every 
side and the odds didn’t look good for either the woman or Jesus. A circle of powerful and 
pious men had each lost his honor and was confronted with his own sin. Jesus, the woman’s 
only glimmer of hope was, himself, on trial for treason. The woman’s father, her husband, 
and her entire village had been publically shamed. Her lover had gone rogue. How would the 
rest of her day, her week, her life turn out?  
Ancient literature often used flat characters to teach life lessons,2 but when presented 
as an actual story of a woman who lived and breathed and engaged in an interaction with 
Jesus, we can plumb the surrounding culture to see what this sacred text means for us today 
in the twenty-first century. We know that both the Old Testament law3 and the cultural 
mandate of that time made the future of an adulterous woman look bleak. Without further 
insight to these state of affairs, Christ’s words seem to be a mockery of her, or at best, overly 
optimistic. How could such a woman possibly enter a new future—wherein she could leave 
her life of sin—as Christ envisioned? She could not. Unless, of course, Jesus knew 
something about the woman’s truest self, in relation to his truest self, and something about a 	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
2 The fact that ancient literature such as the Gospel narratives began as oral culture may be the reason 
they are flat when written down (ie, tribal stories or stories in slavery texts on the American frontier). 	  
3 Deut. 22:23ff. 
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new reality defined by a set of rules of which she did not yet know. Is it possible then that 
Jesus set in motion a new standard, one which demanded a new form of relating within the 
woman’s social context, one which included the self-righteous religious leaders—power 
brokers—who had just dropped their rocks?  
Rather than viewing the story as an illustration with applicable principles, this paper 
suggests that instead we discover anew the characters and subsequent outcome of our own 
story. What if we saw this woman as the metaphorical figure of the abused and contemptible, 
those silenced and stripped of dignity? What if we saw a woman who after seeking comfort 
and affection from other idolatrous loves, is spared by her true Lover; this time for good? 
How will her new reality play out in our twenty-first century church culture and more likely 
in the pages of our own personal stories? This requires more imagination, but perhaps its 
message is not as far-fetched as it first appears.  
 
A Misunderstanding of Glory 
A misunderstanding of glory and unity abounds in the Western culture and the 
Church today. We live in this world, but are not of it. We ascribe to a rule of being—of 
identity—far different than those around us. We have been given a Great Commission, 
intended to be the expression of our truest reality; yet we continually forget who we are. 
Some, like the woman who was set free, don’t know how to live in such freedom. Others, 
like the religious leaders, carry rocks.  
It is my belief that the failure of the North American Church in loving our neighbors 
(those we have decided are not ‘us’) is largely due to our own misplaced identity. This means 
that even our best intentions to love are broken. “Love is rarely any better than the lover,” 
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writes Renita Weems.4 We have missed the Good News that when we, Jesus’ body are bound 
together in unity with Christ—the embodiment of Perfect Love—we are his glory. 
Furthermore, we who are the incarnate Christ must understand our identity in the context of 
Jesus having set aside the exercise of his divine prerogatives as God’s Son. He then laid 
down his human power also to become a pariah, a recluse, an outcast.5 If this is true, then to 
sup with Christ—to abide with him—changes our entire orientation. Ours is an orientation, 
which moves us toward the revolutionary discovery that every human being is in need of 
mercy while being a carrier of God’s image. Until we realize this truest essence and value of 
every individual, the Church cannot be trusted. Our identity as followers of Christ can in no 
way be determined by prestige, power or the world’s definition of success at the expense of 
others.  
Too easily the Church defaults to this paradigm of power not unlike the society 
around it, wherein the powerful oppress the powerless and determine who will be honored 
and who will be shamed. Without fail, abuse and neglect in some form results. Against the 
backdrop of patriarchal thought and inequality, it is not shocking to discover ongoing conflict 
between genders in the Church. 
As Ancient as Humanity 
In this study women have been chosen to demonstrate the position of the 
marginalized. It should be noted that while we in no way find the treatment of contemporary 
Western women more demanding of attention than any other oppressed people group, current 	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
4	  Renita Weems, I Asked For Intimacy: Stories of Blessings, Birthings and Betrayals (San Diego: 
LuraMedia, 1993), 74. 	  
5 See Phil. 2. The incarnation is not just the humiliation of God; it is the association with the 
humiliated which characterizes Jesus as humble/humiliated. 
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research makes a strong case for women being marginalized globally. 67 As antiquated as 
humanity itself is “the problem of credulity of women in Christian thought.”8 It is a primary 
lens through which to discuss how the church relates to those less powerful, silenced or 
invisible.  
Ron Clark, minister and abuse advocate argues that those who oppress women are 
oppressors in every area:  
Abuse starts with females. First, we learn to oppress women and then we learn to 
oppress children, the elderly, those who are disabled, etc. On the flipside, however, 
churches that empower women empower other marginalized people as well. We see 
this happening in our own church here in Portland. By empowering women, we 
empower those coming with addictions as well as prostitutes. . . . I believe this is why 
you see Jesus specifically addressing the needs of women. . . . We establish with 
women our core value of loving outcasts.9 
 
Clark, in his book Am I Sleeping with the Enemy? sets the stage for why we still 
experience a “herculean foundation of conflict between genders,” one with a notable trickle-
down effect to other marginalized people groups. He describes how ancient civilization 
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
6 The world has a long way to go before equality between the sexes has been realized. The World 
Economic Forum Global Gender Gap Report 2011 (sixth annual ranking of 135 countries by gender equality) 
measured women's economic participation and opportunity, access to education, health and survival rates and 
political empowerment. America ranks 17th.. http://www.forbes.com/sites/jennagoudreau/ 2011/11/01/the-best-
and-worst-countries-for-women/ and, http://www.huffingtonpost.com/2011/11/01/global-gender-gap-
report_n_1070466.html (accessed November 28, 2011). 
 
7 According to The Thomson Reuters Foundation global poll of experts, the world’s five most 
dangerous countries for women is: Afghanistan, Democratic Republic of Congo, Pakistan, India, and Somalia. 
http://www.trust.org/documents/womens-rights/resources/2011WomenPollResults.pdf (accessed November 28, 
2011). 
8 This is the title of a chapter written by Gerald C. Tiffin for Essays on Women and Earliest 
Christianity, ed., Carroll Osborn, (Joplin: College Press, 1995), 401. He writes, “From the early church Fathers 
to contemporary times, Eve usually has been pictured and interpreted as an archetypal symbol of female 
incredulity.”  
 
9 Ron Clark, phone interview by author, February 18, 2011, (author, minister, and community abuse 
advocate). For further research see http://psybibs.revdak.com/2011/_sessions11.htm  (accessed January 7, 
2012). 
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believed “humans were brute beasts, slaves and mere by-products of chaos.”10 As such, 
societal norms were developed through prevalent myths about the origin of humanity 
stemming from violence and sex between the gods and at the hands of abusive, evil rulers 
and even bloodshed of the innocent.  
In Christianity, we have been given a very different story, however, one written 
across many historical periods and diverse cultures. Ours is the “epic story of God’s glory 
come to dwell on earth.” This Glory, which later Jewish tradition would call the Shekhinah 
(meaning that which rests or abides)11 was conceived as nothing less than the real, 
mysterious and overwhelming presence of God himself, which “hovered over the expanse of 
nothingness and spoke into being a world teaming with life and grandeur.”12 
God ‘formed’ the first man and woman with his hands. Bent low, the Creator blew 
into their lungs his own life breath. Such vivid posture, “suggests intimacy, care, and 
design,” writes Clark. In marked contrast to other mythologies, those of Christian faith 
believe “humans are the reflection of this powerful, ordered, and wonderful God . . . created 
to reflect the beautiful, dancing God who empowers creation to produce its own beauty.”13 
Humanity was created in and for God’s glory. 
Sadly, “as humans developed over the centuries, the story of order, peace, goodness, 
and harmony weakened while the ancient story of power and sex revived,” says Rosemary 	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
10 Ron Clark, Am I Sleeping with the Enemy? Males and Females in the Image of God (Eugene, OR: 
Cascade Books, 2010), 11.  
 
11 Scholars point out that this is feminine in Hebrew and is sometimes seen as a goddess-like being, 
similar to Hokmah, Lady Wisdom in Proverbs. 
12	   David Bentley Hart, The Story of Christianity: An Illustrated History of 2000 Years of the Christian 
Faith (Quercus, 2008), 8. 	  
13 Clark, 3-12. 
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Ruether. As a result, even “the world of the Hebrew Bible and The New Testament falls 
short” of God’s original design. Within the pages of Scripture we find “tribalistic 
triumphalism, sectarian rancor, justification of slavery and sexism,”14 a culture steeped in 
male imagery and violence. Many stories document God’s pursuit of his people in the midst 
of “human collective failure,” which is a far cry from what God prescribed for his creation in 
the beginning. As a lover coming again and again, God made himself known when the glory 
would descend in a cloud or flame of fire or upon the Ark of the Covenant, which was 
housed in the Tabernacle and then in the inner sanctuary of the Temple. But humanity 
forgets.   
When we default to relating to one another in terms of the cultural norms surrounding 
us, we succumb to a paradigm of shame. Clark asserts, “When we assume our world is [by 
nature] hostile, it does not occur to us that there is another way, a narrow way, a difficult 
way—a way of peace.”15 The Church knows, but resists this way of peace that Christ ushered 
in, yet the truth remains. “The Word became flesh and made his dwelling among us. (John 
1:14a). The Gospel of John proclaims that in becoming flesh the divine Son literally 
‘tabernacled’ among us—and we beheld his glory. The story does not end with God’s 
presence, that awesome glory, being only visible in Christ. It continues. 
The Torch of Glory 
In John 17:20-23, we are invited into an intimate conversation between Jesus and his 
Father. Jesus said, “I have given them the glory you gave me, that they can be one as we are 
one . . . brought to complete unity . . . that the world will know that you sent me and have 
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
14 Rosemary Radford Ruether, To Change the World: Christology and Cultural Criticism (New York: 
Crossroad, 1981) 3, (italics mine). 	  
15 Ibid. 
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loved them even as you have loved me.”16 This is the mission entrusted to us—the great 
mystery of God from the beginning of time!  
The Church’s mission is to carry the torch of Christ’s glory throughout the centuries. 
Indeed, she has survived seemingly insurmountable adversity without being snuffed out, yet 
she is often remembered as anything but glorious. “At times, the church has proven 
heroically true; at others, inexcusably traitorous,” writes David Bentley Hart.17 We live 
within this constant tension between the desire to conquer and that of compassion. With each 
new decade, Church leaders worry over the possibility of God’s glory fading, division of 
heresies and the danger of a generation of young people leaving her altogether. In the battle 
against sin and building the kingdom, we struggle. 
Unfortunately, the Bride of Christ is not recognized throughout the world for unity or 
glory, especially when it comes to embracing people who don’t comfortably fit within her 
prescribed lines. Brenda Salter McNeil and Rick Richardson wrote, “We have failed to 
proactively declare and demonstrate the truth and power of the gospel to create unity across 
cultures, ethnicities and nationalities. There is a tremendous disparity between the vision God 
has for us and our current social reality.”18 In times like these, the torch dims. 
Dividing lines  
Whether it be discomfort or outright hatred toward those we do not appreciate: 
divorcees, skeptics, politicians, addicts, “lesbians, gays, bisexuals, and transgenders” 
(LGBT), homeless, skateboarders or rappers . . . this study offers opportunity to more fully 	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
 
17 Ibid. 
 
18 Brenda Salter McNeil and Rick Richardson, The Heart of Racial Justice: How Soul Change Leads to 
Social Change (Downers Grove: IVP Books, 2009), 19. 	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recognize the origin of our hate, fear or despondency toward our neighbors (others) and the 
processes necessary to address the marginalized's experience of alienation both inside and 
outside the Body of Christ. Ultimately, the goal here is not to spend an abundance of time 
and energy describing the church’s historical failures or residing faults, rather the focus is on 
recognizing her transformed identity. 
“Salvation is seen as a return to the Garden of Eden,” reminds Clark, “but too often 
the church fails to mention that such a return involves the restoration of both male and female 
in God’s image as helpers complementing one another.”19 What does it mean to be restored 
into the glory of one’s original design and energized by his Spirit to go forth into the world to 
establish a new kingdom? Our ecclesiology must be shaped by careful study so we don’t 
force Scripture to fit into our existing church mold.  
We are troubled by Clark’s claim that violence toward women in the world and even 
within the homes of Christian families may be due to an unresolved history of misogyny 
(hatred of women) and that throughout human history women have been oppressed, beaten, 
dismembered, and raped . . . by men.20 History, however, is not wholly one-sided in misuse 
of power; men have been bamboozled, manipulated, harangued, immobilized, and defined by 
women. Hate seems like a strong word. But if not hate, what do we call this deeply engrained 
disunity—literally this ‘disease’ of the Church? Can we simply call it mistrust? Resentment? 
Misguided motive?  
The Holy Spirit as seen in the book of Acts breaks down barriers dividing us from 
individuals we don’t know or value. With this in mind, we again ask, what could Jesus have 
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
19 Ibid. 
 
20 Clark, in an ongoing dialog while he served this study as dissertation advisor. 
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possibly imagined for a woman who had publically shamed her husband and family, a crime 
for which capital punishment was seen as justified in her culture? Nelle Morton, one of the 
grandmothers of feminist spirituality, offers profound insight:  
Things are always different when you are looking “from the bottom up.” This looking 
from the bottom up is the catalyst for a reversal of consciousness, not only for 
ourselves but also for the most resistant among us. For when we stop perceiving, 
assuming, and theorizing from the top, the dominant view, and instead go to the 
bottom of the social pyramid and identify with those who are oppressed and 
disenfranchised, a whole new way of relating opens up. Until we look from the 
bottom up we have seen nothing.21 
 
Jesus’ very life models this. Our Lord chose not to exercise his divine privilege or position as 
the Son of God to shun the sinner. He became not only human, but an outcast without a place 
to lay his head; one who suffered even so far as to die in shame. He invites us to kneel down 
and share his point of view from the bottom up. It is with an ongoing desire to join him there 
that we proceed with this study.  
Conclusion 
Reminding us that all of us have left our first love and dabbled in other loves, 
Frederick Buechner alludes to the writings of the Apostle Paul, “There is no difference; all 
have sinned,” which is another way of saying, all are human, all of us are adulterers, “if not 
of the flesh, than certainly of the spirit. . . . We all labor and are heavy laden under the 
burden of being human or at least of being on the way, we hope, to being human.”22 The 
scripture passage continues, “. . . and are justified freely by his grace through the redemption 
that came by Christ Jesus” (v. 24). Since all have sinned, we all are now justified (made 
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
21 Sue Monk Kidd, The Dance of the Dissident Daughter (HarperSanFrancisco, 2002), 35. 
  
22 Frederick Buechner, Telling the Truth: The Gospel as Tragedy, Comedy, and Fairy Tale (New York: 
HarperOne, 1977), 3. 
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righteous), which indicates that we all have hope of change and being made whole. 
Before studying more closely how the John 8 passage—set in the fuller context of the 
Gospels—informs our ecclesial theology about the powerful and powerless, shamed and 
honored, we’ll look at several proposed solutions the church has pursued.  
13	  
SECTION 03 
 
 OTHER PROPOSED SOLUTIONS 
 
 
Introduction 
 
Oppression of any human being is deeply troubling, and especially so inside the 
Church. North Americans’ view of gender differences comes with a long and difficult 
history, both inside and outside of these communities. Much has been gained through the 
unrelenting work of secular and Christian feminists, social advocates and authors within the 
past one hundred years. We have renewed hope that our younger generations will have 
freedom and a broader foundation of mutuality between the sexes than those who have gone 
before us. Still, we wonder if a willingness to embrace Biblical equality as a theologically 
informed move toward the marginalized is mainly being discussed among academics, outside 
the reach of local Christian communities. Theologians such as Scot McKnight who write for 
the lay public are doing much to change the culture and expectations at the congregational 
level. Churches are certainly talking more about accepting the marginalized, but many are 
slow to make compassion and loving “the least of [any of] these” their own communal story.  
 
Culturally Defined Scripts 
Carolyn Heilbrun has written on the topic of ‘scripts’ which are handed to women as 
a pattern for their lives. These culturally defined scripts for womanhood are written in 
advance and passed to females from birth.23 Historian, Gerda Lerner, has also written about 
how men and women live on a stage acting out their assigned roles . . . only she specifies that 
we play on a set conceived, painted and defined by men, directed by men, interpreted by 	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
23 See Heilbrun, Writing a Woman’s Life, 11-31. 
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men.24 This is what is known as a patriarchal worldview. Throughout history, pre-Christian 
as well as Christian men have tended to discount women in scripts of inferiority, idiocy, and 
secondary roles. Sociologists who study symbolic interactionism and Erving Goffman’s 
(1959, 1967) dramaturgic approach recognize the importance of the roles being played out on 
a stage and the effects these have on one’s sense of self. 
Jesus restored the corrupted script that preceded his life on earth reaching all the back 
to the fall of humanity from the Creator’s original design. Jesus, the Second Adam, showed 
us his glory, a way of peace and restoration for all of humanity, one which includes a radical 
and surprising validation of women, making them every bit as credible as their male 
counterparts.  
Tragically, no sooner had Jesus’ last apostle died, the old gender script replaced the 
new. Reversed by early Church Fathers, the view of woman as the seductive daughter of Eve 
wound through the Middle Ages, the Renaissance–Reformation era, and on through early 
modern thought. Then in the Victorian era, an opposite and perhaps more dangerous form of 
discounting a woman’s credibility came into play with a radical swing toward the 
idealization of women. The Victorians dismissed women from centers of power and 
relegated them to the home where middle-class women and children would be served by 
domestic servants and forbidden access to male-dominated university education so as to be 
protected from the fallen world around them.25 
“Throughout history women have more often than not been defined by their bodies 
rather than their minds,” writes Gary Tiffin. It has long been “questioned whether or not the 	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
24 Gerda Lerner, The Creation of Patriarchy (New York: Oxford Univ. Press, 1986), 12. 
 
25 Gerald C. Tiffin,. “The Problem of Credulity of Women in the History of Christian Thought,” 
Essays on Women and Earliest Christianity, Carroll Osborn ed. (Joplin: College Press, 1995), 429 - 438.  
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woman has a soul, is a person, or is capable of rational thought, and rarely in terms apart 
from their relationship with men, or some man.”26 Continues Tiffin, “For most of Western 
history gender has primarily defined women while class, nation, religion, or other categories 
have defined men.”27  
Christian scholars, such as Tiffin, are taking a closer look at how culture has 
historically shaped theology. Scriptures such as Genesis 3 have been used by the Church as 
proof texts for women’s lack of credibility even trumping the redemptive work of Christ in 
woman as well as men. Eve’s deception by the serpent and her resulting ‘seduction’ of Adam 
was used as the necessary groundwork for seeing woman as needing protection and 
guardianship of a husband or male while creation theology and the co-dominion of men and 
women was left far behind. Whether being considered evil and directly discounted for their 
very ontology as being made in the image of God or the distancing that results from 
idealization, this historical vacillation between woman as seductress or angel, throughout the 
ages has shaped not only how we see ourselves and the opposite sex, but how we see God. 
 
Shapers of our Theology 
One might be shocked to read the actual words of our Church Fathers who have so 
adeptly shaped our theology. The power of symbol in language carries profound and lasting 
impact. Our brief overview of history begins with the Greeks, whose mythologies and 
philosophies provided the weave of foundational thought to Westerners from ancient 
civilization to the present. For example, Hesiod warned his ancient audience about Pandora, 	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
26 Ibid., 402. 
 
27 Ibid. Tiffin further indicates that male privilege has been a defining characteristic for females as 
well. Tiffin footnotes Bonnie S. Anderson and Judith P. Zinsser, A History of Their Own: Women in Europe 
from Prehistory to the Present (New York: Harper and Row, 1988), xv.  
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who opened her box releasing the carnal knowledge of women, which in turn became a 
source of evil to men.28 The prevailing Greek cultural view of males equaled civilization, 
order and reason. The female view, on the other hand, represented nature, emotion and 
chaos.29 Artistotle, shared similar views. Echoing Hippocrates of Cos, he believed that the 
woman was in effect a defective male.30 Aristotle’s harsh view of women comes as no 
surpise; as he was influenced by his teacher, Plato, who in his Timaeus is famed for warning 
about a woman’s tendency to wander in search of sexual satisfaction: 
The same is the case with the so-called womb or matrix of women; the animal within 
them is desirous of procreating children, and when remaining unfruitful long beyond 
its proper time, gets discontented and angry, and wandering in every direction 
through the body, closes up the passages of breath, and, by obstructing respiration, 
drives them to extremity, causing all varieties of disease.31 
 
Plato’s theory of the wandering womb, though seemingly outrageous to us in the twenty-first 
century, would carry over into the theology of the Church Fathers, wherein women were 
defined as a carnal “body” always seeking for ways to seduce. 
 The Jews played their part in keeping women silent and controlled. During the 
intertestimental period, women were not allowed to study Torah nor did they count toward 
making a quorum (minyan) necessary for conducting official business. “It took ten men to 
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
28 Hesiod, Works and Days (LCL; Cambridge: Harvard Univ. Press, 1982), 9. 	  
29 Bonnie S. Anderson and Judith P. Zinsser, A History of Their Own: Women in Europe from 
Prehistory to the Present (New York: Harper and Row, 1988), 31.  
 
30 Aristotle, On the Generation of Animals, 1.20. See A.L. Peck, Aristotle (LCL 17; Cambridge: 
Harvard Univ. Press, 1943), 101-11. 
 
31 Plato, Timaeus, 91C. See R.G. Bury, Plato (LCL 79; Cambridge: Harvard Univ. Press, 1966), 7.251. 
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form a synagogue; if there were nine men and ten thousand women, a synagogue could not 
be created in that place.”32 
Alvin Schmidt indicated, 
With the exception of the brief interlude during the time of Jesus and the 
apostolic age, when the ancient sexist values and practices were ignored 
[surpassed] by Jesus and his apostles, culture over the centuries has been 
exceedingly unfair and even cruel to women. Consistent with its agrarian bases, 
it not only influenced theologians to shape sexist opinions and perceptions that 
portrayed women as evil, inferior, unclean, and unequal, but it also prompted 
men to construct social institutions that actualized those agrarian opinions and 
perceptions.33 
 
Jewish culture is this regard is especially troublesome because theologians have tended to 
interpret scriptures influenced by social institutions as having God’s stamp of approval. 
For Philo, a first-century Jew and influencer of all theologians who succeeded him, 
male/female differences were expressions of the soul through power/weakness or good/evil. 
“The soul has, as it were, a dwelling, partly men’s quarter, partly women’s quarters.” As one 
might anciticipate, Philo believed the dwelling place for masculine thoughts, those that are 
“wise, sound, just, prudient, pious, filled with fredom and boldness” . . . belonged to the 
men’s quarters. While the women’s quarters house: “bestial passions, sorrow, pleasure, 
desires which lead to incurable weakness and indescribable diseases.”34 For Philo, the only 
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
32 Andrew Kenney, “Patriarchal Systems and the Hermeneutic of Egalitarianism: Interpreting the 
Nature of Male/Female Relationships in Scripture” (master’s thesis, Vanguard University, 1996), 39. 
 
33Alvin John Schmidt, Veiled and Silenced: How Culture Shaped Sexist Theology (Macon, GA: Mercer 
UP, 1986), 223. 
 
34 Philo Judaeus, Questions and Answers on Genesis 4.15. See R. Marcus, Philo (LCL 74; Cambridge: 
Harvard Univ. Press, 1953), 288. 	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hope for woman was to abandon her sensual nature and focus upon God, in effect, becoming 
a man.35 
Tertullian’s famous ‘gateway’ passage in On the Apparel of Women, where he 
addressed women, has come to symbolize the most negative views of women in early 
Christianity: 
Do you not know that you are (each) an Eve? The sentence of God on this sex of 
yours lives in this age: the guilt must of necessity live too. You are the Devil’s 
gateway: you are th unsealer of that (forbidden) tree: you are the first deserter of the 
divine law: you are she who persuaded him whom the devil was not valieant enough 
to attack. On account of your desert—that is, death—even the Son of God had to 
die.36 
 
Nevertheless, Terullian’s view of women continued to be expressed in the writings of 
other Church Fathers and so heavily influenced early theologians, that the act of sexual union 
was actually believed to be the first sin. Historical review provides insight into the confusing 
and complex messages that have been handed down to us.  
The early Church Fathers who came later in history elaborated upon such ideas put 
forth by their predecessors, making virginity and celibacy the main solution to the problem of 
women37 who were perceived to be more prone to fall into temptation than men. Held by 
many to be biblical positions, such extreme beliefs ushered in the glorification of celibacy, 
virginity and the suppressing of all appetites. For those women who found empowerment in 
monastic life and leadership, it was by abandoning their feminine nature such as child 
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
35  Maryanne Cline Horowitz, “The Image of God in Man—Is Woman Included?” HTR 72 (1979), 
190-92. 
36 Tertullian, On the Apparel of Women, 1.1.  
 
37 Clement of Alexandria and Origen also collaborated in the long history of discounting female 
credibility, by subscribing to the belief that Eve seduced Adam into sexual relations. See Bernard P. Pursak, 
“Woman: Seductive Siren and Source of Sin?” in Ruether, Relgion and Sexism, 101. 	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bearing. Augustine also made his contribution to the oppression of women.38 The father of 
the Western Christianity believed that only the male carried the image of God, therefore 
woman should abandon sexual activity and focus on God through the Spirit. 
The era of Renaissance-Reformation in the fifteenth and sixteenth centuries is known 
for having elevated the dignity of humankind through unprecedented achievements in art, 
architectural and literature. It is in this same era that Martin Luther and the protesters would 
also search to discover what it means to worship in Spirit and truth with a priesthood of all 
believers. This new theology offered spiritual hope for both genders, yet little changed for 
females in the day to day subordination and intellectual distrust shown toward them because 
strong cultural mores and religious beliefs were still to be overcome. Though Luther 
eventually married Kartheine Von Bora, his earlier prejudices were never fully reformed in 
his writings. He saw women as sexually insatiable and a constant danger to men and to 
society, and believed that women’s value was found in procreation of the human reace and 
the reproduction of the male.39 With Luther’s influcence, Kenney writes that because of 
Luther’s influence, 
the Bible regained its rightful position as the infallible Word of God that has authority 
over everything and everyone, and was translated into the language of the common 
folk. . . . Centuries of male domination, however, continued to have radical effects on 
the hermeneutical process which did not align with the rest of its mission.40 
 
Though Luther was correct in his teaching that wives are not to usurp authority over their 
husbands, he clearly missed God’s original intention of mutual submission. Those who 
followed after him would continue his assertion that husbands are to rule over their wives. 	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
38 See Roger Olsen, The Story of Christian Theology (Downers Grove: IVP Academic, 1999). 
 
39 H. A. Oberman, Luther: Man between God and the Devil (trans. E. Walliser-Schwarzbart; New 
Haven: Yale Univ. Press, 1989), 277. 
 
40 Kenney, 125. 
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“Luther’s classic use of the patriarchal hermeneutic resulted in the continued degrading and 
devaluation of women.”41 
John Calvin took a more enlightened stance than his predecessors on other issues. 
However, on the question of whether women should be allowed any form of leadership role 
within the Church, his cultural grid strongly determined his hermenuetic: 
This relationship [teaching in the Church] does not apply to women who by 
nature are born to obey, for all wise men have always rejected government by 
women as a natural monstrosity. Thus for a woman to usurp the right to teach 
would be a sort of mingling of heaven and earth.42 
 
One does not lightly rebuke someone with the stature of Calvin for his views, but when he 
used the phrase “by nature,” he too ascribed inferior ontological qualities to women.43 
Calvin, like many other Bible scholars, brought his view of females into the world of the 
Biblical text. His successors therefore had all the more reason to perpetuate the increduality 
of women.  
The seventeenth and eighteenth centuries ushered in the early modern world, an era of 
monarchs, empires, science and colonizing, and Elizabeth I in England. Yet, even the queen’s 
long and succcessful rule had little effect on changing the landscape for women. “Since it 
was presumed by many that no woman could rule so competently, it was held, in some 
circles, that Elizabeth was really a male in drag.”44 The mindset of a woman’s sexual 
insatiaty coupled with the notion of her physical, mentle and emotional weakness created a 	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
41 Ibid. 
 
42John Calvin, Calvin’s New Testament Commentaries. Eds. D.W. and T.F. Torrance, 
Vol. 10. (Grand Rapids, MI: Wm. B. Eerdmans, 1964), 217 (italics mine). 
 
43Kenney, 124. Since both male and female are made in God's image, any attempt to ascribe inferior 
ontological qualities to one while ascribing superior qualities to the other is quite impossible. See Gen. 1:27. 
 
44 Tiffin, 426. 
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paradigm in which she needed to be guarded. With the move toward industrialization and the 
formation of the nuclear family, women were no longer co-laborers, did not enter university 
but instead was relegated to her ‘proper’ domain, the home—a Christian value still held by 
fundamentalists and conservative Christians to this day.  
 
The Contemporary Western Church and Women 
A more exhaustive study of how the Church has responded to their women would 
prove fascinating but voluminous. In keeping with the parameters of this study, we offer the 
previous brief mention of historical figures as the preface to considering solutions or 
responses of four contemporary churches or faith movements of the North American Church 
toward the marginalized and specifically, women. These movements include: 1) 
Fundamentalists or conservatives whose literal views of Scripture and doctrine require 
conformity to a particular set of behaviors. 2) Evangelicals, whose central passion is for the 
masses to come to Christ, often at the neglect of their own. 3) Evangelical 
feminists/Christians for Biblical Equality who are advocates for a new understanding of 
scripture regarding mutuality. 4) New Monastics and progressives (Emergent or 3rd Way) 
who tend to focus more readily on Kingdom building, life in community and prevenient 
grace (belonging before believing).45  
With a clearer understanding of the solutions already being applied, this study builds 
on the work of those who have gone before and further contends the need for exegeting 
scripture, first, then participating in Christ’s transformative relationship with outcasts. We 
will then have clearer understanding of who we are and what we are to do as a local 
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
45 In the attempt to categorize for sake of discussion, overgeneralizations are bound to occur. For this, 
regret is expressed in advance. My intent is not to blur or bring dissension, but rather to offer clarity.  
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community and global Church. All the while, we question what it means for the Church to be 
an active model of Christ’s kingdom on earth.  
 
Fundamentalism’s Traditional Hierarchical Response 
 
Without delving into the fundamentals of faith, a brief overview of the first approach 
is considered in relation to women’s roles. When discussing gender mutuality, 
Fundamentalists—literalists—tend to take a defensive stance against what they believe to be 
heretical attacks against God’s Holy Word and divine order. Pauline texts, which address a 
woman’s place and appropriate behavior, are read through a similar patriarchal hermeneutic 
as passed down from the second century church onward: women are to be submissive and 
silent both in public and in church. Though they are Protestants (protesters), Fundamentalists 
hold fast to traditionalism. The literal reading and application of Scripture is fueled by their 
desire to guard God’s truth, but with the androcentric impact of Luther and Calvin’s 
teachings. 
Fundamentalists subsequently lean toward legalism (which falls on a continuum from 
relaxed to extreme) and therefore hold to a hierarchical family model that looks similar to a 
nineteenth century nuclear family. As such, many consider themselves judge and jury on 
individuals who do not neatly fit within the confines of the model. Truth is considered 
absolute as spelled out in the pages of the King James Version (KJV), the only “inspired and 
authorized” version of the Bible. When an individual is ‘grey,’ he or she is considered 
rebellious, contentious or lukewarm and most likely not ‘saved.’ The sinner’s prayer and 
baptism determines one’s membership as well as one’s fruit. Evidence of righteous behavior 
must conform to holiness standards. The male-led nuclear family is held as God’s ideal. 
Therefore the sinful or marginalized are kept outside or at least on the parameters of the fold 
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until he or she can manage to conform to the acceptable mold.46 With a focus of, “Go and sin 
no more,” those who subscribe to such a doctrine of hierarchy, judge one another’s actions 
against the metric of scriptures such as I Corinthians 6:9-10 (KJV):  
Know ye not that the unrighteous shall not inherit the kingdom of God? Be not 
deceived: neither fornicators, nor idolaters, nor adulterers, nor effeminate, nor abusers 
of themselves with mankind, nor thieves, nor covetous, nor drunkards, nor revilers, 
nor extortioners, shall inherit the kingdom of God.  
 
When sin is present, discipline or even church punishment is the corrective. Rules are 
enforced for sin management and conformity. To be fruitful is to look like them and act like 
them, thus fulfilling their mission of being a testimony of Christ to the world. 
The appeal to ‘tradition as biblical’ makes the same mistake that the appeal to 
patriarchal cultural norms makes; it assumes that traditions created for a particular cultural 
milieu are normative for all times and all places. Kenney expressed it this way in his work: 
An appeal to ‘orthodoxy’ can be very tyrannical, because the one disagreeing with the 
traditional doctrine is branded a heretic. Unfortunately, though questioning traditional 
doctrines and theological assumptions is a Protestant heritage, there are many today 
who wish to appeal to tradition as if it had authority of its own.   
 
The danger is found when the traditional interpretation of a passage or doctrine is accepted 
rather than a fresh exegesis of the Scripture without which one risks a dangerous 
indoctrination that may not align with the original intent of Scripture. Tradition and 
orthodoxy have great importance, but when they prevent us from questioning oppressive and 
unjust doctrines, they have no place in the Church.47  
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
46 The view is held that because of society’s move away from quiet, submissive wives, women can 
now vote, have control over their bodies and with the widespread use of birth control, they can have careers and 
be even more independent. Birth control forever changed the way men see women. Strong women are seen 
being in the same camp as homosexuals – threats to the stability of the home. 
 
47 Kenney, 14. 
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While considering the traditions from which we came, we step back far enough to 
obtain an objective point of view and ask as Gary VeenHuizen does in his dissertation, 
Spiritual Abuse: When the System Becomes the Persecutor: “How does the doctrinal point of 
view or interpretations of scripture of an organizational system contribute to practice 
(orthopraxis) in that faith community? Might the theology itself be symptomatic or a 
perpetrator of abuse?”48  
The misuse of authority by the Pharisees not only kept them arrogant, but also made 
them dangerous. Jesus’ law of grace exposed the Pharisees, and he accused them of laying 
heavy burdens on men and women without lifting a finger to help (Luke 11:46). In addition 
to God’s law, they burdened the common people with numerous rules and regulations—
heavy laws of human tradition in the name of God. When the Jews failed, they felt spiritually 
defective. The Pharisees did not make up rules out of spite or meanness. Their role in Jewish 
society was developed after the Maccabean revolt; their job was to keep the nation pure and 
focused on God. They did not intend to be controlling but rather operated out of fear, much 
like well-meaning people today.  
In a faith tradition where doctrine is focused on sanctification (separation), division 
trumps reconciliation and unity; patriarchy reinforces oppressive behavior and hierarchy 
legitimizes one’s role and/or purpose. Those who don’t fit in the system are offered a savior, 
but little care, little hope for freedom or place of belonging. 
  
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
48Gary VeenHuizen, Spiritual Abuse: When the System Becomes the Persecutor (DMin diss., George 
Fox University, 2011), 5. 	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Evangelicals, a Move Toward Grace… 
 
Next we will consider the effectiveness of the second proposed solution in regards to 
the marginalization of women and its subsequent impact on other people groups. At their 
core, Evangelicals believe in the radical life-giving message of unrequited grace. 
Hermeneutically, evangelicals also tend to subscribe to a grace-filled interpretation of 
Scripture while remaining open to hearing God speak through continuing revelation. In other 
words, they take the position that the “highest moral and spiritual norms” found in Scripture 
dictate the meaning and application of a passage. This also applies to an Evangelical’s view 
of the nature of male/female relationships as dictated in Scripture. Kenneth Chafin, a Baptist 
theologian, expressed this decisive rule well: 
One of the basic principles for interpreting Scripture has been to interpret a 
passage in the light of the highest possible revelation on the subject. God seems 
to have revealed Himself in a progressive way to His children with the highest 
point of that self-revelation coming in Jesus Christ Himself.  This seem to be 
the thesis of the author of Hebrews, who wrote, “God, who at various times and 
in different ways spoke in time past to the fathers by the prophets, has in these 
last days spoken to us by His Son, whom he has appointed heir of all things, 
through whom also He made the worlds” (Heb. 1:1-2). This means that when 
we deal with an [author] in the Bible we take him at his highest point of 
understanding. . . .   
This approach to interpreting the Scripture raises no questions about 
either the inspiration of the Scriptures or the authority of the Scriptures.  But it 
does raise serious questions about the way in which a particular passage has 
[traditionally] been interpreted and applied.49 
 
Continuing revelation provides an alternative lens to a traditionalist interpretation. 
Rather than a literal reading wherein cultural norms impact one’s understanding of God’s 
intent, all scriptures are brought under the lordship of Christ’s teaching in the New 
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
49Kenneth L. Chafin, “1, 2 Corinthians,” TCC (Waco, TX: Word, 1985), 137-38. 
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Testament. The rule is consistent with Calvin’s call to “interpret Scripture with Scripture,” 
but it does so from a gender inclusive perspective unfamiliar to Calvin.50 
Evangelicals live to spread this revolutionary gospel of God’s immeasurable 
compassion, never resting until the Good News has reached every people group of the globe. 
A latent side to this drive for evangelizing the masses, however, is a lack of attention to the 
hermeneutic of mutuality and a hierarchical influence carried over from Fundamentalist 
forebears. As a result, Evangelicals tend to have a few pitfalls when it comes to gender 
mutuality and caring for outcasts. Four central problems of Evangelicals have been identified 
here which can hinder the ability to fulfill the Great Commandment of loving our neighbor as 
ourselves, especially when “the other” doesn’t look, act, or think similarly. These problems 
include: 1) individualized salvation, 2) niche ministries, 3) lingering ideals of the nuclear 
family, and 4) unrecognized residual misogyny and homophobia.  
Individualized Salvation 
In their book, Divided by Faith, Emerson and Smith provide research findings 
revealing that evangelical theology itself is partly to blame for the impotence of most 
Christians dealing with injustice. They discovered that the majority of evangelicals view their 
faith, conversion and transformation as an individual matter that affects society one life at a 
time. This view is in large part a result of the Church acclimating to the strong cultural 
impact of Western individualism, which centers around meeting one’s own needs first. 
Unfortunately, this theological individualism has rendered most evangelical Christians ill 
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equipped to address major social structures or to grapple with corporate and institutional 
evil.51  
Niche Ministries 
 
According to Mark McNees, the Church has failed people by losing sight of what he 
calls, the Most Important Commandment–loving God and loving others. He claims the 
struggle to keep and grow attendance has led many churches to adopt an imbalanced 
approach to evangelism, which includes a ‘Supermarket’ approach to ministry.52 The issue of 
niche ministries readily applies to the present discussion regarding individualism and care for 
the marginalized within Evangelical circles.  
McNees wrote, “This ‘Supermarket’ approach to ministry—a one-stop shopping 
experience for your entire list of perceived needs . . . while seeming to have the best interest 
of peoples’ spiritual needs in mind, can actually produce a very shallow and narrow view of 
the Gospel.”53 Of utmost concern for this discussion is the latent function of a system that 
may not only keep the marginalized pigeon-holed in or exiled to their particular outreach 
groups (AA or single moms, etc), but defined in contrast to an ideal that may be impossible 
to reach and actually keeps groups neatly separated.54  
 	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
51 Michael Emerson and Christian Smith, Divided by Faith (New York: Oxford University Press, 
2000). As quoted in McNeil and Rick Richardson, 20. 
 
52 Mark McNees, “The Relationship Between the Great Commission and the Most Important 
Commandment,” (DMin diss., George Fox Evangelical Seminary, 2011), 24. 
 
53 Ibid., 11-22. 	  
54 Carol Howard Merritt, Tribal Church (Herndon: The Alban Institute, 2007), 30. The traditional 
goals of getting an education, buying a house and sending children to college are no longer as attainable as they 
were just one generation ago. The church must rethink its theology surrounding money, class, and the idea of 
how we get God’s blessings. With entirely new financial landscapes, we must discover new ways to help people 
flourish within a community. 	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Lingering Ideals of the Nuclear Family 
 
In her book, Gender and Grace, Mary Stewart Van Leeuwen sums up her position on 
family structure with one simple question, “Biblical family or bourgeois family?”55 Is the 
family with a breadwinning father who works outside the home and a non-wage earning 
mother who cares for home and children more Godly? Where do singles fit? What about 
those with other relational brokenness or addictions? 
Woven within the DNA of Evangelical faith is the traditional nuclear family ideal. 
This denominational faith has created a more hip version of the nuclear family, built on old-
fashioned principles (remember the nuclear family is still a fledgling invention within the 
context of human history and merely another form of individualism). Evangelical pastoral 
families tend to model beautiful, fit, couples with expensive cars, and name brand clothes. 
Though their women appear to enjoy social freedoms such as wearing makeup and dance 
aerobics, they suffer some of the same underlying identity issues, which stems from 
patriarchy passed down from previous generations.  
While discussing gender reconciliation, Clark said in an interview,  
I believe a sense of misogyny persists in our faith communities. My wife, Lori and I 
recently watched the film Courageous, boasting the same producers as the movie, 
Fireproof and we both came away with a lingering thought: Christians are still trying 
to encourage males to be better men, fathers, and husbands. This is good, but —a 
subtle message keeps creeping in—Christians still tend to communicate that men 
must take back leadership from women, who even though they have been abandoned 
to single parenting for years, are not capable of leading their families. Women are still 
being displayed as weak, unfaithful, and in need of a hero to save the family.56  
 
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
55 Mary Stewart Van Leeuwen, Gender and Grace, 69. 
 
56 Clark, “I appreciate what Promise Keepers tried to accomplish with men, but they did so by 
centering their program around the most dysfunctional group in America—professional athletes.” 
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Many times church leaders hesitate to acknowledge that single moms are able to raise godly 
children within the support system of a caring Christian community. Disappointedly, what 
the film missed was the truth that men fulfill their God-given task by allying with women to 
nurture their families.  
Evangelical congregations tend to approach outreach to the marginalized through 
categorizing ministries, thus separating men and women, gay and straight, single parents, 
widows, orphans, and addicts apart from those who fit neatly into nuclear families. A latent 
effect is to underwrite this continued distrust with God’s perceived seal of authority on the 
hierarchy of the nuclear family as a separate entity for the body of Christ as a whole. 
The Evangelical Church has offered little more than society has in creating a new 
paradigm of belonging. Van Leeuwen, suggests that in the “church’s organization, if not its 
theology, marriage and family are the norm and that singles (like shut-ins) are a marginal 
group whose ‘problems’ will be taken into consideration only if there is time and energy left 
over to devote to them.”57 
 
Unrecognized Residual Misogyny and Homophobia 
 
Missing God’s original design of mutuality and co-leadership, Evangelical churches 
foster the prevailing attitude that women still need a stereotypical “head of the home” or 
authority. To further complicate the matter, Clark says, “Women who are strong leaders are 
displayed by our media as hypersexual, aggressive, ‘bitches.’” Men are drawn to these 
images; yet hate them. Why? Jackson Katz, author of The Macho Paradox: Why Some Men 
Hurt Women and How All Men Can Help, brings attention to a central concern of this study: 
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
57 Van Leeuwen, 227-228. 
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if we look more closely at gender issues, we find that Christian men also suffer from a loss of 
identity, and therefore react with homophobia and disdain for anything less than macho.58  
Although the above scenario is descriptive of the North American population ages 
forty-five and above, it is important to note that this ideology is radically changing with the 
tide of Millennials or Gen Y (generally includes those born between late 1980’s to middle 
1990’s) and is blurring for those between the ages of thirty to forty-five. Millennials are a 
force to be reckoned with. They offer fresh views as well as some equally troubling ones. 
Rebecca Huntley in her book, The World According to Gen Y, explains that this generation 
has grown up in a world where feminism is internalized so completely that they don’t even 
consider it an issue. Yet, they live with the tension that the world is still deeply gendered.59 
The results are such that on one hand young women are empowered, while on the other, a 
new masculine identity has yet to emerge which keeps Gen Y men socially adrift. Millennials 
are redefining the parameters of sex and marriage, according to Huntley. Although this 
young generation is sexually active earlier than previous generations and often cohabitate, 
they desire sex that is relationally significant and hold deep respect for the institution of 
marriage.60 The church is not yet tuned in with a loving response. 
 One can see the disparity and the broad gap between belief systems playing out in the 
Evangelical church today, but with awareness comes change. McNeil and Richardson 
address global injustice and more specifically that of racial oppression, but I echo their 	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
58 Jackson Katz, The Macho Paradox: Why Some Men Hurt Women and How All Men Can Help. 
(Naperville: SourceBooks, Inc., 2006). 
 
59 To further the divide between genders, females are more accepting of same sex lifestyles than their 
male counterparts. This difference is attributable to “the fact that the gender script has changed for women but 
not for men” (Huntley, 70). 	  
60 Huntley, Rebecca. The World According to Gen Y (Allen & Unwin: Crows Nest, Australia, 2006), 
85. 	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imperative that in regaining its gender integrity, the Church can address any and all forms of 
intolerance. In their words,  
This will require that we relinquish the individualism and isolation that have been 
prevalent among evangelical Christians in the past so that we can develop new 
models of reconciliation and healing. . . . We are called to more than tolerance or 
political correctness.61  
 
The tendency is to think the opposite of love is hate, but perhaps, especially in regard to the 
Church’s response to women and homosexuals, the opposite of love is actually fear. Again, 
the confronting issue is fear. Do men hate? Do whites hate? Do aging generations hate 
youth…or do we fear the unknown? Kathleen Norris challenges that perhaps fear is not the 
predominant emotion, but rather apathy.62 We are more likely to be uncomfortable, annoyed 
or just preoccupied with the “working out of our own individual salvation.”  
 
 
Evangelical Feminism/Christians for Biblical Equality 
 
The third proposed solution or approach to reconciliation of genders is not a faith 
tradition, but rather a socio-theological position. Christians for Biblical Equality (CBE) are 
conducting a far-reaching work in bringing to light the need for biblically based 
understanding of gender mutuality, reconciliation and restoration.63 
The word ‘feminism’ often conjures distasteful imagery, especially for Christians. 
Women come to mind who in past decades became so impassioned in the fight for equality, 
they became hardened, militant, argumentative, and even pro-abortion. In the 1960’s, 70’s, 	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
61 McNeil & Richardson, 23-24. 	  
62 See Kathleen Norris, Acedia & me (New York: Riverhead Books, 2008). 
 
63 Because of their unrelenting determination, men and women from previous generations have it 
possible for this paper to be written in gender inclusive language. I especially admire the men then and now 
who are strong advocates of equality.  	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80’s, domestic responsibilities became polarized with career choices. This, however, is not 
the stance of feminist theologians and advocates for Biblical Equality, who as a whole are not 
at all the threat to Christian home and community as many traditionalists perceive them to be. 
An article written by Alan G. Padgett for Pricilla Papers/Summer 2002, simplifies the long 
misunderstood topic of equality:  
Many women and men have long struggled for justice, equality, and peace in this 
world. We value their efforts, but we cannot always agree with their philosophies. As 
Christian believers, we must submit our thoughts to Christ as we seek to know the 
wisdom of God. After serious and sustained study, we believe the Bible does teach 
human equality, but it does so in its own terms.  
 
While we strive for justice, making daily, prayerful and intentional choices to bring the 
reality of God’s Kingdom here on earth, equality may fall short and rarely means that roles 
look the same. Mutuality, empathy and a shared form of existence (rather one of using and 
exerting power over), is very much a daily possibility and even a reality.  
In fact, the principle of biblical equality is built on three compassionate “in Christ” 
standards: 
1. Human equality. All people are equal before God, and are equal in church, 
home, and society. 
 
2. Equal responsibility. Race, gender, and class are not barriers to Christ. 
Membership, ministry, and mission are open to all in his kingdom, based upon 
our personal vocation, moral and personal qualifications, and the gifts of the 
Holy Spirit. 
 
3. Mutual submission. Christian love is the heart of life in the Spirit. Mutual 
submission is Christian love in action, treating each person with dignity.64 65 	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
64 Alan G. Padgett, “What is Biblical Equality?” Priscilla Papers/Summer 2002:16:3, 22. 	  
 65 The Bible teaches the full equality of men and women in Creation and in Redemption (Gen. 1:26-28, 
2:23, 5:1-2; I Cor. 11:11-12; Gal. 3:13, 28, 5:1). The Bible teaches that God has revealed Himself in the totality 
of Scripture, the authoritative Word of God (Matt. 5:18; John 10:35; 2 Tim. 3:16; 2 Pet. 1:20-21).  
 
For a fuller view of CBE’s Biblical apologetics and life application, refer to: Christians for Biblical 
Equality. “Men, Women and Biblical Equality.” Ltd. CBE on the web at “Biblical Equality.” 1989, 
www.cbeinternational.org/?q=content/men-women-and-biblical-equality (accessed September 23, 2011). 
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While reading scripture, Christian feminists (both men and women) lift the patriarchal 
grid and attempt to rethink its meanings within the context of modern sociological 
understandings while refusing to assign an inferior position to women and their roles as 
found in a ‘traditional’ reading of the Bible.66 Judith Weidman explains that from this 
perspective full personhood is seen as the norm for all people, races, cultures, and ethnic 
groups. Male domination and female subordination is seen as equally damaging to both 
groups, because neither is allowed full personhood if both do not participate.67 Feminists 
such as Andrew Kenney ask the question, “Do the Scriptures reveal to us that God sees only 
men as fully participating in restored personhood in the image of God, or are all people to 
participate equally?”68 
With the lead-in phrase, “Pentecost and gender justice,” Van Leeuwen adds her 
definition of feminist: a Christian is a saved one who is Spirit-filled in order to become a sent 
one; a Christian feminist is a person of either sex who sees women and men as equally saved, 
equally Spirit-filled and equally sent.69 Often overlooked is the fact that those followers of 
Christ on whom the Spirit fell, were not only the first ‘Pentecostals,’ but also the first 
Christian feminists.  
Peter explained to his [bewildered] audience in Jerusalem, that Joel’s prophecy was 
fulfilled on the day of Pentecost:  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
66 Helen LaKelly Hunt-Hendrix has written a great book titled, Faith and Feminism that has been well 
received. 
 
67Judith L. Wiedman, Christian Feminism: Visions of a New Humanity (San Francisco: Harper & Row, 
1984), 2. 
 
68 Kenney, 20. 	  
69 Van Leeuwen, 36. Here the author warns against the notion that this implies lack of differentiation 
between men and women. “Equality” does not denote “same-ness.” She gives the example of meeting 
individual children’s unique needs by treating them differently and in so doing, treating them equally. 
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In the last days, God says, I will pour out my Spirit on all people. Your sons and 
daughters will prophesy, your young men will see visions, your old men will dream 
dreams. Even on my servants, both men and women, I will pour out my Spirit in 
those days, and they will prophesy (Acts 2:17-18; also Joel 2:28-29). 
 
CBE International anticipates Joel’s prophecy is our present day reality and is inviting 
men and women worldwide to join in intelligent and Spirit-led dialog.  
Three potential areas of weakness inherent in this relatively young movement are: 1) 
The tendency is to camp out too long in the annuls of our long and difficult history or on 
responding to Paul’s writings about a woman’s place at the expense of missing the radical, 
spiritual re-imaging Christ offers in the Gospel narratives. 2) This re-imaging is not learned 
but rather experienced in the life giving glory and animating power of the Holy Spirit. 3) The 
message of God’s wisdom and design for human equality is a relatively new hermeneutic 
being discussed among scholars and a small number of studious Church leaders. Likewise, 
local church communities need a demilitarized zone wherein people can engage in this study 
and dialog and make it their own reality. By learning a new hermeneutic, leaders can awaken 
to new identity and belief systems can change. Many in the New Monastic movement are 
creating these kinds of spaces.  
New Monastics and their focus on bringing The Kingdom of God to Earth  
 
The fourth solution to be considered is one in which zealous followers of Christ are 
taking creative, intentional and often radical approaches toward inclusion of the 
marginalized.70 Communities such as The Simple Way in Philadelphia chose to move into 
blighted urban areas with the intention of living in community together with and attending to 
the homeless and destitute. Shane Claiborne provides a vivid snapshot of his community’s 
mindset in his book, The Irresistible Revolution: Living as an Ordinary Radical, “Maybe we 	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
 70 See http://www.barna.org/congregations-articles/502-do-churches-contribute-to-their-communities. 
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are a little crazy. After all, we believe in things we don't see. The Scriptures say that faith is 
‘being sure of what we hope for and certain of what we do not see’ (Heb. 11:1). We believe 
poverty can end even though it is all around us. We believe in peace even though we hear 
only rumors of wars. And since we are people of expectation, we are so convinced that 
another world is coming that we start living as if it were already here.”71  
In uncompromising outreaches such as this, little attention is afforded for hierarchies 
and gender differences that are still found in more highly organized church structures. Is 
gender mutuality a foundational premise to the work or is such kinship found by nature in 
those rare movements focused on laying down their lives to follow Jesus? What other 
possibilities are there? When I asked Shane about what he suggests for those of us who 
cannot relocate into the inner city he said in essence, “Donna, there are hurting, isolated 
people everywhere who need a place to belong. Suburbia too. In many ways, your challenge 
here is greater; your neighbors don’t yet recognize how much they need community.” 
 
Conclusion 
 
After careful consideration of four proposed solutions, we humbly acknowledge with 
Mary Stewart Van Leeuwen, “The sin and finitude that are common to all, make it 
impossible for us to read the Bible entirely as it should be read. We must be content, on some 
issues, to see through a glass darkly and strive to be charitable toward those with whom we 
disagree.”72 We recognize that each of the movements discussed here have components that 
carry the gospel forward, while clutching orthodoxy and desiring to reach people who are far 
from God. While each is succeeded by a movement increasingly more action-oriented toward 	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
71 www.goodreads.com/author/quotes/36103.Shane_Claiborne (accessed December 5, 2011). 
 
72 Van Leeuwen, Gender and Grace, 25. 
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caring for “the least of these,” still the world’s misfits remain on the sidelines of the God’s 
Kingdom here on earth.  
When contemporary Christ followers become sensitized to the need for gender 
mutuality for the good of both men and women, a move toward Christ’s radical hospitality is 
made possible. While addressing the first five centuries of the church, eras described by 
Diana Butler Bass as “messy chaotic, violent, and foreign to our understandings and 
imaginations”73 she writes, “Christianity seems to have succeeded because it transformed the 
lives of people in a chaotic world.” Bass reminds us that the earliest followers of Jesus were 
recognized for their passion both by enemies of Christianity as well as its defenders, because 
this New Way “transformed people, giving even women, peasants, and slaves a meaningful 
ability to reorder their lives.”74 Like Christ’s disciples, we too “seek a life organized around 
love for God and neighbor. We recognize their longing for change.  
  
 
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
73 Diana Butler Bass, A People’s History of Christianity; The Other Side of the Story (New York: 
HarperCollins, 2009), 26ff (italics mine). Bass suggests: For a colorful description of the deplorable conditions 
of ancient Roman cities, see Rodney Stark, Cities of God (San Francisco: HarperOne, 2007).  	  
74 Ibid., 28 (italics mine). 
 
37	  
SECTION 4 
 
THESIS 
 
“I have given them the glory you gave to me, that they may be one as we are one.” 
—Jesus, John 17:20-23. 
 
Introduction 
 
When the Church fails to acknowledge Jesus’ radical life-transforming love and 
acceptance of those who don’t fit ‘their mold,’ people struggling with sin have little hope. 
Without a clear and intentional move toward recognizing one’s changed identity as beloved 
and empowered and equal, as well as learning how this changes the playing field for relating 
to others, power structures are sure to remain in place. Though many Christians have 
experienced new birth, they have not yet fully accepted their identity as Christ’s beloved 
ones. They are not yet spiritually formed in alignment with the great commandment of loving 
one’s neighbor with the same love and healing they themselves have received. Collectively, 
this means the Bride of Christ is immature and has a serious ongoing identity problem.75  
After looking at history, we are reminded of the collective oppression passed down 
from generation to generation from under the grids of patriarchy that has hijacked unity in 
the Body of Christ. Throughout history women have been lost and their voices silenced 
(especially so in scripture and the Church). How then are we to have appreciation for the 
feminine character of the Trinity and her reflection in the Bride of Christ?76 God’s 
masculine/feminine character is revealed time and again throughout scripture, specifically in 
the creation narratives, the Law, the Prophets and Writings, and most vividly in the profound 	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
75 See Clark’s The Better Way (Eugene: Resource Publications, 2010). Clark suggests that spiritual 
maturity is manifested by acts of agape/love and selfless compassion for others. 
 
76 Friedman’s systems theory applies here. See Friedman, Edwin. Generation to Generation; Family Process in 
Church and Synagogue (New York: Guilford Press), 1985. 
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incarnate Word made flesh in Jesus Christ and the Advocate who remains with us. In as 
much as this is true, this study surmises that the full participation of women and any 
otherwise marginalized people group reflects a more complete reflection of God’s character 
in his people, the Church.77 If not, we somehow accept that God ascribed ontological 
inferiority to a particular group based on gender. 
In this section we turn to the Gospel narratives to continue the quest for mutual honor 
and reconciliation of genders. We propose a foundational application of a narrative 
theological approach (first exegetical, then imaginative) to the reading of John 7:53-8:1178 in 
its original social/historical context, including the fuller context of Christ’s daily interactions 
with other women who followed Him. With this, we are allowed to explore the impact on 
Jesus’ engagement with the adulterous woman and her accusers in that particular setting as 
well as in the days/weeks that followed. Here we find a starting place for a more creative 
process concerning our involvement with those deemed by society as having little value.  
This study further contends that the broader New Testament theme of Christ’s 
redemption envisions not only the proclamation of forgiveness to the ‘sinner,’ which includes 
empowerment to leave her life of sin, but a call to repentance to those within the wider 
system who participate in creating an environment of hopelessness––where people in 
desperation continue to experience shame over honor; and guilt over glory. 
 
  
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
77Much is owed to the biblical search of friend and fellow scholar, Andy Kenney. He too believes that 
oppression of all kinds is far from God’s heart and must be eliminated.  	  
78 Jerry Camery-Hoggatt, “This passage of scripture is one of the ‘lesser stories of Jesus’; it is not an 
original of John, but historically correct nonetheless, meaning it has gaps and details that keep it historically 
accurate.” Phone dialog with author, May 14, 2010. 
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a priori – A Narrative Theological Approach 
 
The a priori of this section––positioning oneself for the divine, interactive hearing of 
God’s Word––is intentional prior to application or the retelling of the pericope. With the 
hope of avoiding ethnocentrism (or androcentrism), we argue that this approach is especially 
valid as it applies to contemporary praxis within the Church. In other words, we ask how 
does the John 8 passage—set within the context of the Gospels—inform our ecclesial 
theology, and what does that theology reveal about our core identity as the Bride of Christ 
from which we then create organizational systems? The role of the Holy Spirit in the 
Pentecost event, especially the Spirit’s re-alignment of male/female relationships in the 
church according to the words and deeds of Jesus, is of foremost importance. 
The particular choice of this dissertation began with the desire to discover first, how 
Christ through the North American Church can heal and empower the disenfranchised for 
full participation in the center of the community. This leads to the necessary starting point of 
the church’s identity and how that affects her ability to relate to others. Second, the Artifact 
is written in creative non-fiction prose so readers can better listen and experience a 
marginalized person’s point of view and experience of alienation within the Body of Christ. 
Readers will be encouraged to explore their own stories and thus become sensitized to the 
processes necessary to bringing about reconciliation and inclusion within church 
communities.  
Rather than acquiring more principled lessons from the teachings of Jesus and 
attempting to apply them in a contemporary American setting, here the interpretive norm is 
to look for the revealed character of God and his law completed in the life of Jesus. While 
actively listening with the guidance and inspiration of the Holy Spirit one can experience 
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Scripture, and discover his or her own newfound identity in a still-fallen world. This listening 
and experiencing involves understanding what the Hebrews recognized in the word shemá or 
shamá, a word that has richer meaning than merely ‘to listen to.’ In an oral culture when we 
say, “Listen to me” (as with children), it suggests active listening and response.79 “To listen 
with response, and not repose, is to hear and heed at the same time,” writes Len Sweet.80 
Sweet explains, 
sama also means to obey or become obedient. To “see” God was to hear and channel 
the commandments of the righteous. Hence the centerpiece Hebrew prayer, the 
shema: “Hear O Israel: The LORD our God, the LORD is one.”81 That word, hear, 
could equally be translated from the Hebrew as “discern,” “discover,” or “perceive.”82 
 
Unlike every other sense but touch, Sweet suggests that sound is an interactive and relational 
medium; a spiritual dynamic often lost in the reading of Scripture when done silently or 
alone. This method, which may be considered elementary for biblical scholars, is 
foundational to the art of biblical storytelling. This approach differs from than that of linear 
thought by employing centering prayer, creative imagining, and role play. We will see that 
the filling in of gaps with personal meaning or understanding—an invitation to enter into the 
story—is especially important during story telling.83 Rather than preparing for a homily or 
application of life principles, we will conduct careful exegesis with focused intent and 
preparation for story telling in an interactive and relational framework.  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
79 Jer. 7:23-24. 
 
80 Len Sweet, Nudge: Awakening Each Other to the God Who’s Already There (Colorado Springs: 
David C. Cook, 2010), 150. 
 
81 Deut. 6:4-9. 
 
82 Sweet, 150 (italics mine). 
 
83 These gaps or commentary are sometimes called midrashim. This is alluded to in Mark 13 where the 
text breaks and introduces, “Let the reader understand,” suggesting that the reader stop and explain what the 
abomination of desolation is. 
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Socio-cultural Scripts 
Sociologists who study Goffman’s dramaturgic approach recognize the importance of 
roles and the effects these have on one’s sense of self. Just as each actor on a stage has a role 
to play in the drama, so each member of society has a part to play in relation to other 
members (husband or wife, children, neighbor, etc). Likewise, as players on a stage follow a 
script, so actors in society follow rules for acceptable behavior.84 A famous passage from 
Shakespeare’s As You Like It (Act 2, Scene 1) captures this approach: 
All the world’s a stage, 
And all the men and women merely players. 
They have their exits and their entrances, 
And one man in his time plays many parts, . . . 
 
The question here is whose version of the script are we playing? Historian, Gerda Lerner, 
used similar imagery when writing about how men and women live on a stage acting out 
their assigned roles . . . on a set historically conceived, painted and defined by men, directed 
by men, interpreted by men.85 She was describing a patriarchal worldview. In keeping with 
the imagery, this play has been written, produced and directed by men who are cast in heroic 
roles with a notable absence of heroines.86 It was not the original draft of God’s script for 
humanity found in Genesis and is a far cry from the new and hope-filled script dictated by 
Jesus. The second Adam showed us the face of his Father’s glory, a way of peace and 
restoration, a radical and surprising validation of women, making them every bit as credible 
and heroic as their male counterparts.  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
84 Three questions are central here: 1) How do people interpret their social scripts? 2) How do they 
arrive at shared understandings and unconscious knowledge? 3) How does everyday interactions support or 
modify social definitions of reality? 
 
85 Gerda Lerner, 12. 	  
86 For more about the culturally defined ‘scripts’ for womanhood, see Carolyn Heilbrun, Writing a 
Woman’s Life, 11-31.  	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The hope is to open the framework to a whole new paradigm of a shared form of 
existence in place of the giving and taking humanity is so accustomed to. Through the lens of 
symbolic interactionism and the analogy of a theater otherwise known as the dramaturgical 
approach, this study posits that after careful exegesis, one can re-envision the stage originally 
designed by our Creator, complete with backdrop, complete with stage props and authentic 
characterization of its players necessary for interactively stepping in to the Bible narrative. 
With the Holy Spirit as director, one can imagine entrances and exits as well as meaningful 
dialog with Jesus upon that stage. One can find herself stepping boldly into the role written 
expressly for her, one with plenty of room for unique expression, one that is complimentary, 
and mutually beneficial to her male cast.87 It is the responsive hearing of story during which 
new meaning of self is discovered and one’s identity is transformed. We turn now to making 
certain the interpretation of the ancient text is derived with the same meaning as was written 
for its original audience.  
Exegesis 
Drawing from Gordon D. Fee & Douglas Stuart, the authors of the classic How to 
Read the Bible for All Its Worth; A Guide to Understanding the Bible (3rd ed.), we find 
simple, introductory guidance for novices to the methods of biblical study. Fee and Stuart’s 
book is written with the purpose of drawing attention to specific challenges inherent in each 
genre of the Bible with practical advice in how to make common-sense judgments, and good 
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
87 Symbolic interactionists begin with the assumption that much human behavior is determined not by 
the objective facts of a situation, but by the meanings people ascribe to a situation. 
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interpretations—as well as knowing what makes one or the other.88 The premise of these 
authors is vital to the thesis of this paper, wherein they suggest, 
God chose to speak his eternal truths within the particular circumstances and events 
of human history. This also is what gives us hope. Precisely because God chose to 
speak in the context of real human history, we may take courage that these same 
words will speak again and again in our own ‘real’ history, as they have through the 
history of the church.89 
 
Before we can understand how Jesus relates to us today, we must first know what he said to 
his original hearers–and why. Scripture was written through the voices and pens of real 
people set in particular cultures over a span of some 1,500 years. Therefore, God’s revelation 
to us is “expressed in the vocabulary and thought patterns of those persons and conditioned 
by the culture of their times and circumstances.”90  
The study of culture specifically helps decipher the shared meanings and feelings 
distinctively characteristic to a certain group at a certain time and place (ie, a verbal dual in 
public may be an embarrassment in one culture and may establish honor in another). This is 
important for the understanding of any group of people or written work, but especially so 
when turning to the authoritative text of God. Explains Bruce Malina, “For the believing 
Christian, the incarnation of the Word of God (logos) means the enculturation of God’s 
Word. And the only way the Word of God, both in the New Testament writings and in the 
person of Jesus can make sense to us today is by studying it within the larger frame of first-
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  88	  Gordon D. Fee & Douglas Stuart, How to Read the Bible for All Its Worth; A Guide to 
Understanding the Bible, 3rd ed. (Grand Rapids: Zondervan, 2003), 17. 	  
89 Ibid., 22 (italics mine). Fee and Stuart further explain that “God chose to use almost every available 
kind of communication: narrative history, genealogies, chronicles, laws of all kinds, poetry of all kinds, 
proverbs, prophetic oracles, riddles, drama, biographical sketches, parables, letters, sermons, and apocalypses.”  
 
90 Ibid., 23. 
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century CE Palestinian and Mediterranean culture.”91 Therefore, we must first hear it in the 
language of “there and then (exegesis) before we can understand that same Word in the here 
and now (hermeneutics).”92 In order to follow the original writer’s train of thought, the reader 
begins by asking, “What’s the point?” The answer is found by looking through several 
different sets of lenses: historical context, literary context, and hermeneutics.  
Historical context includes “time and culture, geographical, topographical, political 
factors as well as the occasion or purpose of the particular genre written in that cultural 
context.” There is nothing divine about that culture, but it gives clues as to how we should 
read and understand in our contemporary context. Especially interesting is the use of 
euphemisms, vocabulary, word plays, matters of gender,93 and translation.94 
Since Scripture was written in a masculine dominated social milieu, the cultural 
reality of the masculinity of Scripture is that it may also be masculine. “We must realize 
much more fully,” explains Dr. Dan Brunner, “the incarnate word is both human and divine, 
therefore the written revelation of God to man is also both human and divine. . . .We worship 
Christ revealed through scripture.”95 While Brunner doesn’t make excuse for a patriarchal 
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
91 Bruce Malina, The New Testament World: Insights from Cultural Anthropology (Louisville: John 
Knox Press, 1993), 17ff. 
 
92 Fee & Stuart, 23. 
 
93 “In some Christian traditions (Pentecostals, for example) have been using this inclusive vocative for 
several generations” (50). 
 
94 The NIV 2011 Bible was chosen for this particular study for its gender inclusive language. For 
example, “II Tim. 2:2 and 3:17 are rendered by the KJV as “commit thou to faithful men, who shall be able to 
teach others also” and Scripture is given “that the man of God may be perfect, thoroughly furnished unto all 
good works,” whereas the NIV 2011 renders “entrust to reliable people who will also be qualified to teach 
others” and Scripture is intended “so that servant of God may be thoroughly equipped for every good work.” 
The Greek uses the generic anthropos. The translation has serious ramification for the inclusion of women in 
ministry.”  
 
95 George Fox Evangelical Seminary class lecture, October 23, 2009. 
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worldview, he provides another set of lens through which to examine scripture–both in a 
human frame as well as divine.  
We add Len Sweet’s suggested practice of further exegeting images/verbs against 
careful cultural background study. For example, Jesus’ parabolic actions often were his 
message, as can be seen when he knelt below the adulterous woman where she stood in the 
courtyard, showing a position of teaching authority, but also one of humility. Like the 
director of a play or film, these images prompt us in knowing which props are needed as well 
as the actions to be taken by the characters. 
In this particular study we also include, exegeting the silence as suggested by Carla 
Ricci’s in her classic methodological study on women followers of Jesus. Ricci sets about 
understanding the presence of women followers of Jesus in spite of the “remarkable scarcity 
of resources” available.96 Consistent with Sweet’s fuller definition of listening (sama) 
mentioned above, Ricci explains,  
The expression “listen to silence” may seem illogical to the dynamics of one kind of 
rationalism, but the poverty of data provided by the sources becomes paradoxically an 
enrichment in the stimulus it provides to look for new tools of analysis . . . to 
rediscover, as a woman, the voices and the forgotten, buried reality of the women 
who knew and lived with Jesus. . . . Once we can verify that silence is not always and 
simply absence of communication but can also be a revelation of such rich and 
complex significance, we need to investigate it: the women not counted and forgotten 
can still have voices in conveying the fullness of the message.97 
 
One is able to consider reasons for the absence of reference within the text such as 
when women were in the presence of Jesus serving the men. Literary context is the crucial 
task of finding the meaning of words within their sentence which only have clear meaning in 	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
96 The androcentric language of scripture mentions women only when their presence is exceptional or 
causes a problem, but not typically in normal situations, such as eating a meal. See Elizabeth Fiornez Schussler, 
In Memory of Her: A Feminist Theological Reconstruction of Christian Origins (New York, 1983), 45.  
 
97 Carla Ricci, Mary Magdalene and Many Others: Women Who Followed Jesus (Minneapolis: 
Fortress Press, 1994), 21. 
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relation to preceding and succeeding sentences. This may also includes word studies in the 
original languages in which the text was written.  
Every biblical scholar knows, hermeneutics presents two tasks: first, to find out what 
the text originally meant, exegesis; second, to hear that same meaning in the variety of new 
or different contexts of our own day so that we avoid such errors as allowing present cultural 
grids to determine God’s will.98 “We tend to think that our understanding is the same as the 
Holy Spirit’s or human author’s intent. However, we invariably bring to the text all that we 
are, with all our experiences, culture, and prior understandings of words and ideas.”99 
Hermeneutics is a serious discussion and deserves it own exhaustive study, however, we are 
only afforded the space here to consider its importance in understanding the inspired passage 
and suggest further study. The presenting challenge is to be faithful to the sacred text while 
not locking it down in its ancient context, thus allowing it to speak into our everyday reality. 
 
Narrative Theology 
When Scot McKnight speaks of his intent to “live within the Great Tradition and to 
interpret the Bible alongside that Great Tradition,” with ongoing and constant renewal that 
returns, retrieves, and renews 100 he is suggesting that rather than locking scripture into a 
fixed set of directives, we can experience God’s Word as a dynamic story which includes our 
own. It is faddish these days to talk about reading scripture as story. All across the Christian 
spectrum today experts are encouraging us to do so. The concern here, however, is that 
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
98Fee & Stuart, 10-11. In its classical usage, the term “hermeneutics” covers both tasks.  
99 Ibid., 14. 
 
100 Scot McKnight, Blue Parakeet: Rethinking How You Read the Bible (Grand Rapids: Zondervan, 
2008), 33. 	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something valuable may be lost; thus, the desire to pursue the systematic recovery of the 
meaning the author intended, to get from what is said to what is meant. 
In a paper prepared for the annual meeting of the Sociological Practices Association 
(SPA),101 Jerry Camery-Hoggatt explains how during his time of study he began to notice 
two subtle but pervasive paradigm shifts that were occurring within biblical scholarship. The 
first was a growing concern to place the biblical literature within its context, as 
sociologically defined.102 The second shift involved the introduction of perspectives and 
vocabulary from the study of literature as it is carried on in the humanities with discussion of 
characterization, emplotment, narrative timing, literary entrampments, etc. The combining of 
these two views was made possible by the fact that sociology and literary criticism dealt with 
related concepts. The work of these scholars has surely laid the groundwork for the sweeping 
interest of church leaders in narratives and meta-narratives today.103 
While Evangelical scholars remind us that scripture is the authoritative, inerrant, 
inspired Word of God; it is also an ancient and foreign text, packed with subtleties and 
nuances that are only visible when read in light of its language, context, and audience unique 
to each of the time periods in which it was written. “The fact that language has gaps brings 
liabilities,” says Camery-Hoggatt. This means, as Alfred Korzybski observed, that 
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
101 June 6, 1991, Costa Mesa, CA. Here I draw heavily from my long time friend and professor, Dr. 
Jerry Camery-Hoggatt, fellow author and sociologist, who took his PhD at Boston University under the 
directorship of Howard Clark Kee. Jerry is also student of famed sociologist, Peter Berger.  
 
102 A movement in which Kee has been a star player. 
 
103 Camery-Hoggatt married these two paradigms and applied the result to the Gospel of Mark in his 
published work, Irony in Mark: Text and Subtext (SNTS Monograph Series; Cambridge: Cambridge University 
Press).  
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communication is seldom precise. “The map is not the same as the territory it represents.”104 
The selectivity of language, explains Camery-Hoggatt, is an obstacle to accuracy and 
precision, which must somehow be overcome if language is to correspond in a meaningful 
way with truth. “We are forced to recognize just how slippery this matter of gaps in language 
can be.”  
Gap Theory 
 
Because language is selective and inherently ambiguous (meaning it has the ability to 
carry double meanings), all texts requires that the reader fill in gaps by drawing on a specific 
repertoire of background facts.105 This is preciously what makes storytelling or riddles so 
entertaining, but makes Bible study equally challenging. Gap theory is best illustrated and 
Camery-Hoggatt does so with the following short story: 
A college student of mine was camping alone in Yosemite National Park. When she 
got home and developed the film of her trip, there was a photograph of herself, 
sleeping.106 
 
The reason we shudder is that our brains automatically does gap-filling work, drawing from 
the schemas our culture and experience has provided. 
Schema Theory 
When we deploy language in our head we hear a ‘word’ which evokes a 
fabric/network about what we know, we call this a schema. We must remember when 
studying ancient literature, that we have to systematically exclude later inventions. For 
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
104 Alfred Korzybski, Science and Sanity: An Introduction to non-Aristotelian Systems and General 
Semantics, (Lakeville, CN: International Non-Aristotelian Library Publishing Co., 1950). Quote is from Peter 
Farb, Word Play (Toronto: Bantam Books, 1973), 193. 
 105	  Jerry Camery-Hoggatt, Reading the Good Book Well: A Guide to Biblical Interpretation 
(Nashville: Abingdon Press, 2007), 77. 	  
106 Ibid., 83. 
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example, the word horse (hypos) remains the same between centuries. However, when 
considering the ancient word for sun, we must keep in mind that we now know far more 
scientific facts about the sun, which colors our understanding. 107 
The question becomes then: How can I evoke the same schema in my reader as was 
present in Jesus’ audience? Camery-Hoggatt states, “Until we understand the wordplays and 
puns of the ancient text, the character of Christ escapes us. If Jesus appears flat and 
uninteresting, his relationships with people may seem benevolent and forgiving, but distant 
and unmoved by the agonies of real life.”108 Logic follows then that upon our reading if we 
misperceive Christ’s purpose or motive for interacting the way he does: 
• The future of woman in John 8 might not concern Jesus. 
• The future of a marginalize person in the twenty-first century might not 
concern Jesus. 
• The marginalized person in the twenty-first century would not concern us. 
The problem of differences in language and culture prove to be fascinating and 
challenging, but not impossible. Because the author comes from a sociological background 
rather than biblical studies, this paper will rely on word studies and commentaries of those 
who do. The horizon through careful study opens new and engaging revelation that apply to 
us right here, right now. Approaching the script as a would-be movie director, we turn now to 
a timeless story. 
  
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  107	  Dialog over lunch w/ Jerry Camery-Hoggatt at Acupulco’s restaurant, Costa Mesa, CA, August 5, 
2010. 	  
108 Camery-Hoggatt, Good Book. 
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John 7:53 - 8:11 
 
Then they all went home,  
but Jesus went to the Mount of Olives. 
At dawn he appeared again in the temple courts, where all the people gathered 
around him, and he sat down to teach them. The teachers of the law and the Pharisees 
brought in a woman caught in adultery. They made her stand before the group and 
said to Jesus, “Teacher, this woman was caught in the act of adultery. In the Law 
Moses commanded us to stone such women. Now what do you say?” They were 
using this question as a trap, in order to have a basis for accusing him. 
But Jesus bent down and started to write on the ground with his finger. When 
they kept on questioning him, he straightened up and said to them, “Let any one of 
you who is without sin be the first to throw a stone at her.” Again he stooped down 
and wrote on the ground. 
At this, those who heard began to go away one at a time, the older ones first, 
until only Jesus was left, with the woman still standing there. Jesus straightened up 
and asked her, “Woman, where are they? Has no one condemned you?” 
“No one, sir,” she said. 
“Then neither do I condemn you,” Jesus declared. “Go now and leave your 
life of sin.” 
 
 
A Textual Dilemma 
 
During a period of perhaps thirty years or more before the gospels were written Jesus’ 
words and deeds were communicated orally through individual sayings and stories called 
pericopes. Scholars agree that we must begin by discussing that this particular passage is 
referred to as a ‘lesser saying of Jesus’. For centuries John 7:53-8:11 has been a challenge for 
biblical scholars and every commentary on this passage of scripture opens with mention of its 
textual dilemma. “This passage bears all the marks of an interpolation,” states Keener. 
“Despite a few valiant attempts to rescue it for the Fourth Gospel, the vast majority of 
scholars view it as inauthentic here: textual history is suspect, and it includes elements of 
non-Johannine vocabulary, some of them significant”109 and it interrupts the flow of thought 
in John’s narrative.110 	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
109 For example, the word, ‘scribes’ appear only here and the pericope’s language is closer to that of 
the Synoptics, in addition to bearing more resemblance to the briefer Synoptic controversy stories than to John. 
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Kenneth Bailey indicated that, “Many of the early manuscripts of the New Testament 
do not record it. Others do, and few copies include it in Luke.111 Some modern translations 
place it in the margins of the text.” One way to deal with this problem is to see the story as an 
agrapha, an unwritten story known to the church and passed on in oral form and finally 
recorded in some copies of the Gospel of John.”112 Bailey draws from Metzger who claims, 
“[This] account has all the earmarks of historical veracity. It is obviously a piece of oral 
tradition which circulated in certain parts of the Western church.”113 This would mean that at 
some point in the early church, scribes chose to start adding it to the text.  
Leon Morris argues, “But if we cannot feel that this is part of John’s Gospel we can 
feel that the story is true to the character of Jesus. Through the history of the church it has 
been held that, whoever wrote it, this little story is authentic. It rings true.” Raymond Brown, 
agrees. “There is nothing in the story itself or its language that would forbid us to think of it 
as an early story concerning Jesus.”114 Scholars believe the story may have been left out 
during an era when the punishment for sexual sin was very severe even among Christians. If 	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
 
110 Many commentaries include extensive discussions of this textual problem. Per Bailey’s 
recommendation, see: Gary Burge, John, NIV Application Commentary (Grand rapids: Zondervan, 2000), 238-
41: Frédéric Louis Godet, Commentary on the Gospel of John (1893; reprint, Grand Rapids: Zondervan, 1969), 
83-86.  
 
111 Other positions include, either after v. 36, or after v. 44, or at the end of this Gospel (in which case 
it may be intended as an appendix of the four Gospels rather than specifically to John) or after Luke 21:38. 
Leon Morris claims that those scribes who felt it too important to be lost were not sure where to attach it. Nor 
could they agree. There is also the point that the section does not fit well into the context, whereas 8:12 follows 
naturally after 7:52. Leon Morris, The New International Commentary on the New Testament: The Gospel 
According to John, “Appendix” (Grand Rapids: Wm. B. Eerdmans, 1971), 882 – 891. 
 
112 Kenneth E. Bailey, Seeing Jesus Through Middle Eastern Eyes: Cultural Studies in the Gospels 
(Downers Grove: IVP Academic, 2008), 229. 
 
113 Bruce Metzger, A Textual Commentary on the Greek New Testament (London: United Bible 
Societies, 1971), 220. 
 
114 Raymond E. Brown, The Gospel According to John, Anchor Bible (Garden City, NY: Doubleday, 
1966), 1:335.  
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so, this story may have been thought to be too easily misinterpreted. Brown also notes, “Its 
succinct expression of the mercy of Jesus is as delicate as we would expect of John.”115  
Agreeing with Metzger, Chuck Conniry further suggests that through oral tradition 
the story was told and retold and could not be silenced even after it was not included in the 
earliest canon. It just wouldn’t go away!” he said. “Here is a passage known for the defining 
characteristics of Christ and therefore deserves our close attention.” 116 This study plans to 
give it just that. 
The Gospel Narratives through Dramaturgical Review 
The Gospels form a unique genre and are primarily comprised of saying and 
narratives—teachings of Jesus and stories about Jesus set in the bigger framework of 
eschatological thought. This sense of urgency meant the Jews anticipated the close of an age 
and the dawn of a new one with the coming Messiah. Most Jews in Jesus’ day as well as the 
earliest Christians lived in the tension of living at the very edge of time, when God would 
step into history and bring an end (eschaton) to the present age and usher in the age to come. 
This end also meant a new beginning—the messianic age or the kingdom of God. This meant 
“the time of God’s rule.” Explains Fee: 
The new age would be a time of righteousness (Isa. 2:2-4). It would be a time of the 
fullness of the Spirit (Joel 2:28-30) when the new covenant spoken of by Jeremiah 
would be realized (Jer. 31:31-34; 32:38-40). Sin and sickness would be done away 
with (Zech. 13:1; Isa. 53:5). Even the material creation would feel the joyful effects 
of this new age (Isa. 11:6-9).117  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
115 Ibid., 1:336. 
 
116 Interview with Dr. Chuck Conniry, Director of the Doctoral of Ministry Program at George Fox 
Evangelical Seminary, Portland, OR, October 18, 2011. When asked for his thoughts on this passage, he 
paused, smiled and said emphatically, “The Holy Spirit broke into the canon with this one!” Contrary to some 
scholars, Conniry refutes the claim that Q was a written source, but rather a common oral retelling. In a similar 
robust, oral tradition, the pericope de adultera (John 8:1-11) appeared in several different places. “It is powerful 
in its own right and couldn’t be ignored.”  
 
117 Fee, 146. 
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Keeping this in mind, we draw on historical and literary criticism while applying 
dramaturgical and interactive perspectives to draw further detail from the story that might 
otherwise be missed. With these multi-layered lens, we will examine the roles of the 
environment, actors and audience. 
 
Historical Context 
 
Since we are left with gaps between our contemporary western schemas and their 
ancient eastern ones, we look to the discipline of backgrounds to learn more about what 
comprises a specific culture’s knowledge. While considering the historical context of the 
passage above, one looks to see what events led up to a particular drama and then sets out to 
try to understand the ‘why?’ of the interactions and events taking place.  
Since scholars do not readily agree as to where this particular pericope belongs, we 
cannot rely too heavily on the preceding scene for backstory. In this particular case, one will 
find by reading the chapter preceding the scene in John chapter 8 that the passage appears to 
be a brief intermission. The preceding eight days of festivities during one of the most 
important Festivals of the Jewish year the Feast of Tabernacles, or The Jewish Festival of 
Lights centered around the themes of light, spirit and water.118 Families from throughout the 
region would gather to celebrate God’s providential care and sustaining power during the 
Israelites’ forty years of wandering in the wilderness. Jewish men constructed booths and 
tents and for a week live in them, recalling the days of their forefathers in the desert.119 It was 
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
118 “In the likelihood that 8:1-11 is not part of the context, 8:12-10:21 still takes place on the last day of 
the Feast of Tabernacles (7:2, 37),” Keener, 285.  
 
119 For a good verse-by-verse commentary, I suggest Keener’s, The IVP Bible Background 
Commentary: New Testament.  
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against this backdrop that Jesus quietly made His way to Jerusalem and to the Temple courts 
where he began teaching the people. In chapter 7, beginning with verse 37, John writes,  
On the last and greatest day of the festival, Jesus stood and said in a loud voice, “Let 
anyone who is thirsty come to me and drink. Whoever believes in me, as Scripture 
has said, rivers of living water will flow from within them.” By this he meant the 
Spirit, whom those who believed in him were later to receive. Up to that time the 
Spirit had not been given, since Jesus had not yet been glorified. 
On hearing his words, some of the people said, “Surely this man is the 
Prophet.” 
Others said, “He is the Messiah.”  
Still others asked, “How can the Messiah come from Galilee? 
 
After the lighting ceremony Jesus began to teach again and said, “I am the light of the world. 
Whoever follows me will never walk in darkness, but will have the light of life.” With this 
the religious leaders became very upset. They began arguing with him in chapter seven, but 
Jesus won the verbal duals in front of a gallery of a gathered crowd. Referring to these and 
the verses that follow (7:45-46), Keener suggests that powerful and wise speech was highly 
regarded in antiquity. In that era, listening to public speakers was a form of entertainment as 
well as of learning. The temple guards would have heard many teachers in the temple, yet 
were particularly impressed by Jesus. 
In their frustration the religious officials devised a trap (8:6). They brought to Jesus a 
woman caught in adultery on a religious holiday. John introduced the pericope with this 
perfect set up; The Jewish Law says, those caught in adultery were to be stoned. If Jesus says 
stone her, the Romans will come, and the Jewish officials will point to Jesus and say he is the 
one who sentenced her. If Jesus says not to stone her, he is accused of violating the Law of 
Moses and He could be stoned himself for blasphemy. Either way the religious establishment 
was expectant of a win.  
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To better understand what was taking place and how the original audience heard this 
story, we will consider the broader cultural facts to help piece together the historical/cultural/ 
political/religious contexts that form a tentative reconstruction of the stage upon which the 
story takes place.  
Cultural/Political/Religious Background 
Here we draw heavily from Malina’s and Camery-Hoggatt’s work in New Testament 
anthropology. Both scholars agree, as would any symbolic interactionist, that not only is 
language imperative to understanding the meaning of any culture, but also such details as: the 
other characters in the story, the objects being used, what people did for a living and 
entertainment, what they built, how they worshipped, their geographical space and 
environment. All of these cues help clarify Christ’s interactions with humanity. Malina 
writes, 
Jesus, the Gospel authors, and the persons referred to in their writings, Paul, the 
Pharisees, Sadducees, the early Christian communities—all these persons derived 
from and lived according to the patterns of their societies. . . . Their behavior made 
sense: their interactions took place according to the patterns of their culture, their 
values were judged in line with the cues shared in the groups of the time.120 
 
These patterns include role expectations—scripts—that tell us how people are to act in 
specific social situations, often directed or determined by the larger society. We know that 
Jesus was a radical and turned existing scripts upside down, therefore, we need reliable 
cultural knowledge and exegesis to not only help fill in the gaps, but to help identify 
violations to these societal patterns (norms) and the assumptions of right and wrong. For 
example, in our limited western schemas to the story, we miss the meaning associated with 
Christ writing in the dirt or the religious leaders walking away, eldest first. 	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
120 Malina, 20-25. 
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We should also be aware of what sociologists have recently begun calling ‘cultural 
literacy,’ meaning, “The information writers expect their readers to know when coming to 
the text. Examples would be customs, rules of etiquette, and folk remedies. For example, 
does a student sit or stand in the presence of a respected teacher?121 Keeping these things in 
mind, we will consider three overarching cultural mores that shape the meaning and outcome 
of the pericope de adultera: Law of Limited Goods, Honor/Shame, and Power. 
Law of limited goods  
Malina explains that in a peasant society where power is held by a ruling city outside 
of one’s small village, the social structure remains the same. If one prospers, the family may 
be greedy or hiding something. If one is poor, it is because the family has suffered 
extenuating difficulties outside of one’s typical societal position. The Law of Limited Goods 
was a cultural understanding in sharp contrast to a western capitalistic mindset of boundless 
resource. The world as the people of Palestine knew it contained a fixed amount of resources 
as well as limited honor and shame. Honor was to be guarded with great care for it defined 
one’s social standing and worth, much like economic wealth does for Westerners today. 
Honor/shame 
 
Implications left in the gaps and schema of our pericope are found in the paradigm of 
honor and shame, which defined and set parameters around every interaction in that society. 
Ron Clark discusses this concept in The Better Way: The Church of Agape in Emerging 
Corinth. The research suggests that people were believed to exist in two areas—honor 
(kabod) or humiliation (Hebrew, ánawim—Greek, tapeinos). Interactions throughout one’s 
life were an attempt to gain more honor and leave the humiliation zone. “Women, however, 
were confined to the arena of humiliation.” This may be why the adulterous woman in story 	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
121  Camery-Hoggatt, Good Book, 108-109. 
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is accused and no attempt is made to find her accomplice. It also may be why no court or trial 
is expected—she is a woman and worthy of no rights—not even one by the Romans. 
Public verbal duals: establishing public honor/shame. The more we read the Gospel 
narratives alongside the commentary of scholars the more clearly we see the backdrop 
against which they were written. For example, Christ is “a master of ‘dialectical’ instruction, 
being adept at answering queries, both hostile and sincere,” writes Hart. Jesus’ insight and 
wisdom was baffling for his place in society. His family would not have been able to afford 
to send him for the best schooling. Yet he won many verbal duals against the most studied 
men. “By posing complementary questions that made his questions answer the questions for 
themselves, [Jesus made] absolute uncompromising emphasis upon the renunciation of 
violence and the supremacy of charity over all other moral virtues and the limitless 
inclusiveness of divine love.”122 Hart further explains, 
In truth, Christ’s reputed ability to perform miracles123 would have been less 
astonishing or, at any rate, less provocative than the liberty with which interpreted the 
law of Israel. …The chief scandal of Christ’s ministry—and the cause no doubt, of 
the enmity of certain scribes and Pharisees—was the rather lordly license with which 
he approached the prescriptions of the Mosaic code.124 
 
To demonstrate the cultural milieu of the scene wherein Jesus is having a verbal duel 
with the religious leaders of his day, Camery-Hoggatt tells the story of a black man, Alvin F. 
Poussaint, who was pulled over by a policeman while driving in the south. 
At the driver’s side window, the Policeman asked, “What’s your name, boy?” 
“Doctor… Poussaint,” came his quiet reply. 	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
122 Hart, 15. 
 
123 Ibid., 16. “In the Gospel of John, Christ’s miracles are described not simply as thaumata, or 
‘wonders’, as they are in the Synoptic Gospels, but as semeia, ‘signs’: clear demonstrations, that is, of the 
presence of the Kingdom in Christ’s ministry.” 
 
124 Ibid. 
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“What’s your first name?” Barked the officer. 
“Alvin, sir.” 
Within these few lines, a whole story has played out. However, we miss the 
underlying story unless we understand the cultural dynamics in which that story takes place. 
The time period of the story is very important; this interaction took place when people of 
color were free, but still openly discriminated against in the American South. Looking more 
closely we can ascertain that the policeman would have been a white man. This white man, in 
a role of authority, is refusing to acknowledge that the man sitting behind the wheel of the car 
has educational and professional rank over him. By asking his first name, the policeman is 
making clear that one of them is white and the other is black—which undermines the fact that 
Alvin Poussant, M.D., though a highly respected and an educated black man, knows his 
place.  
 “Now,” asks Camery-Hoggatt, “What if this story has taken place in front of the black 
man’s son who was sitting in the front seat of the car at the time he was pulled over by the 
policeman? What if this story were to take place in front of other white men on the side of 
the road?” The audience before whom these verbal exchanges take place, also impacts the 
meaning of the story. Much like ‘Your mama’ jokes, many times in the verbal duals between 
Christ and the religious leaders the unwritten topic of honor/dishonor is being volleyed. What 
is the purpose of such stories or jokes? In a time when 97 percent of the land was owned by 
three percent of the people, honor challenges served to bring dignity of the poor and 
marginalized. Jesus who was popular with the misfits and the poor, outwitted the wealthy 
religious leaders. 
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By having the Story set in front of the ‘gallery’ the dynamics of the story changes – 
the gallery ‘ups the ante,’ instructs Camery-Hoggatt. Jesus was definitely one of the most 
intelligent men in the room. He challenged the powerful leaders in word play that was 
humorous, while also one of lasting significance in setting up new parameters for the 
kingdom, redefining who had honor.125 Jesus did it knowingly. Unlike preachers today, Jesus 
often acted the lesson or parable. Writers often hear the phrase, “Don’t tell me, show me!” 
Jesus purposed to teach through example. 
Paramount to the discussion of honor and shame is the value first century 
Mediterranean culture placed on marriage and family and the position a woman held in that 
system. What were the consequences of being a deviant—acting too far outside of one’s 
social script—in a culture where one is defined by her group mentality rather than as an 
individual? Following the act of adultery, shame would not be individual shame, rather 
humiliation would be brought her husband, the extended family and community. 
Marriage/family/adultery. Westerners cannot read the scriptures without coming 
away with many baffled questions such as: Why was adultery such a big deal? While living 
in a culture where sex between two individual consenting adults, regardless of marital status, 
we are often confused when we turn to ancient manuscripts for our wisdom and standards of 
how we are to live today. For this reason we turn to Old Testament scholars, such as William 
C. Williams, a Hebrew scholar, to better understand the implications of the Old Testament 
tradition of solidarity and its effects on adultery.126 
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  125	  Camery-Hoggatt believes Jesus may have even “bullied” the religious leaders. 
 
126 See Ferdinand Tonnies (1887) Geminschaft and Gesellschaft (In English as Community and 
Society), trans. and ed. Charles P. Loomis (1887; trans 1957; rpt. New York: Harper and Row, 1963). In this 
classic sociological work Tonnies recognized two types of interacting groups: Geminshcaft – community, and 
the other Gesellschaft - society. Within community common values are shared and any decline is experience as 
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We must “understand how ancient Israel perceived adultery and why adultery was 
considered a threat of such magnitude to its social order that it merited the death penalty in 
punishment,” writes Williams.127 The ethical significance of adultery in the New Testament 
is carried over from the Jews’ Israelite forefathers as found in the Old Testament law. The 
answer to why was it such a big deal is found in “determining the extent to which the 
solidarity of family and community was influenced”:  
Dissolution of the integrity of the family would of necessity lead to the disintegration 
of any society built on it, because it was the family, not the individual, which 
constituted the basic unit of society. Furthermore it was the sexual liaison between 
man and wife, the earliest type of marriage, which formed a union (‘one flesh’) and 
constituted the rudimentary family, the most foundational of the primary groups (ie., 
family, clan, tribe, people) to which one could belong.128  
 
Especially for the female, adultery was not considered a private matter but rather a 
dangerous, anti-social and “criminal act which meant law would be enforced by the 
community.” Among ancient people groups with tribal mentality, “the individual is 
interwoven with the tribe and becomes the embodiment of it,” explains Williams. To better 
understand this concept, we borrow a quote from Harvey Cox, “He [or she, meaning the 
individual] does not so much live in a tribe; the tribe lives in him [her]. As such, [one] 
becomes the ‘subjective expression’ of the tribe.” 129 
Unlike contractual or property rights that could be repaid, punishment for adultery 
was not the right of the injured husband, but was left in the hands of the court. Therefore, the 	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
a decline in community or kinship. Whereas in Gesellschaft, the bonds are voluntary and based on self-interest: 
labor, services, and momentary relationships.  	  
127 William C. Williams, “An Examination of the relationship between Solidarity and Adultery in 
Ancient Israel: A dissertation in the Institute of Hebrew Studies” (PhD diss., New York University, 1975), 1. 	  
128 Ibid., 5. 
 
129 Harvey Cox, The Secular City: Secularization and Urbanization in Theological Perspective, rev. 
ed. (New York: MacMillan, 1966), 9. 
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fact that the woman’s husband is not mentioned in the story would not have been noteworthy 
to its original hearers. The group would have enacted punishment based on the decision of 
the religious leaders.130  
Especially for Israel, adultery not only violated the husband and threatened the 
children’s inheritance, “it weakened the ‘one-flesh’ principle that underlay institutional 
marriage in Hebraic society. Since the family was regarded as the fundamental unit of 
society, the weakening of the marital union would eventually cause a dissolution of the 
society as a whole.”131 We will see these concepts carried over to the New Testament 
mentality—in what Malina refers to as, ‘embedded,’ as in “the female is embedded in the 
male’s honor.”132 With the conceptualization of the weight of embedding, the propensity of 
Christ’s actions and statements about women become clear. The Gospel gives credence to 
Christ communicating openly, touching, and having women follow him in a culture that 
absolutely did not accommodate such practices. 
Power 
Jesus is not seen pulling rank of power in a political context. Jesus sought his father’s 
will each day and the power God bestowed upon him. This, of course, did not sit well within 
his religious context. That Jesus demonstrated power bestowed upon him by his Heavenly 
Father was evident in his actions, which proved deeply concerning to the religious leaders of 
the day:  
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
130 For this reason, it is especially interesting that Jesus was asked his opinion. It may be that this was a 
mob that sought Jesus’ response on their way to the local judgment place. This would have been an honor to 
Jesus, but also put him in a bind. 
 
131 Williams, 7. 
 
132 Malina, 130. 
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For many of Christ’s contemporaries the principal questions raised by his ministry 
concern the power with which he acted and the authority with which he spoke: not so 
much a question of whether his power and authority were real, but what their source 
was. . . .By what authority did he presume to teach, to proclaim God’s will for men, 
to give moral instruction, or—most crucially—to declare sins forgiven (which, after 
all, only God can do).133 
 
The gospel narratives have several functions, but unlike other genres in scripture they 
function as illustrations of the power of the kingdom breaking in through Jesus’ own 
ministry.  
Literary Context 
 
The nature of John’s word choice can be easily be seen in the selected vignettes from 
no more than twenty days in Jesus’ life. John arranged them so that they present a Messiah 
who knows “where I came from and where I am going”(8:14). His oft-repeated references to 
the One “who sent me,” gives unique cadence to the book and establishes his locus of 
power.134 According to John, Christ participated in the original creation act, but was later 
sent to earth as logos, the Word, the sum of all God wanted to say. God spoke in the only 
way we could truly understand: by becoming one of us. 
In his book, The Churches the Apostles Left Behind, Brown provides discussion on 
the book of John through the lens of a point of view that differs from the other gospels. 
Juxtaposed to the concept of societal powerbrokers, here we are given a glimpse into Christ’s 
intimate encounters with diverse and ordinary people. A careful look at Jesus’ audiences 
reveals his unique way of speaking to each of them. Consider his interactions with: disciples, 
opponents, large crowds, a Pharisee in the shadows of night, a woman.135 Seen through the 	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
133 Hart, 15. 
 
134 NIV Study Bible Commentary, 927. 
135	  Raymond E. Brown, The Churches the Apostles Left Behind (New York: Paulist Press, 1984). 
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lens of a dramaturgical approach, it is important to note that the actor’s interpretation 
depends: in part on the script, in part on what he or she brings to the role, what other actors 
do with their roles, and how the audience (whether real or imagined) reacts. What is the 
response on the stage and/or audience when one actor departs too far from the defined or 
accepted role? 
Unlike the other synoptic gospels, John seems to anticipate that the reader knows the 
basic facts about Jesus, what he said and did. Reading John is like sitting on a front porch 
with a friend reminiscing or reflecting on those events, remembering intimate conversations 
he had in detail that only an eyewitness would know (description of stone jars or the exact 
number of fish caught—even ones that seem to have particular feminine interest). John 
doesn’t merely record events; he interprets them for his reader often through irony or dualism 
such as believe/unbelief, receive/reject. It seems that the point of the play or story is to lead 
the reader to his or her own choice and asks, “What do you now believe about Jesus?” In 
John’s gospel, “Jesus uttered some of his most memorable sayings in the midst of very 
ordinary conversations.”136  
Why can we claim to attempt the understanding of an alien culture like that of the 
individual who peoples the New Testament? Malina argues,  
Our own culture outfits us with two important cues of perception that work to this 
end. The first is the awareness of the possibility that we ourselves can change, that 
there are many roles open to us, that people in history and in our own milieu have 
taken on roles other than the ones we have. The second cue is the ability to take on 
the role of another empathetically, to move into someone else’s shoes, to perceive 
form someone else’s horizon or standpoint. Empathy leads to an awareness of the 
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
136 In fact, no other Biblical author used more simple or commonplace words to communicate such 
profound meaning: water, world, light, life, birth, love, truth, (NIV Study Bible, 931).  
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actual differences and potential similarities between another and yourself, between 
another group and your own group.137 
 
First, we will review the pericope as an audience with the intention of stepping into 
the drama itself, to experience the passage of scripture. Here we look to the text as a 
screenwriter would approach a piece of literature for film adaptation; think Mel Gibson and 
The Passion with settings, characters, images and actions, filling in gaps, and point of view. 
Keeping in mind the questions of fidelity—remaining faithful to the original source. 
Setting 
It seems important that the curtain rises early on the scene, which is taking place in 
the verses just prior to our story’s opening scene (7:45-52). The officers had come to the 
chief priest and Pharisees and were debating their desire to seize Jesus. They seem to be 
convincing themselves that not one of the rulers or Pharisees has believed in him (almost no 
one). In verse 48 they ask, “Have any of the rulers or the Pharisees believed in him? No! But 
this mob that knows nothing of the law—there is a curse on them.”  
Nicodemus, who is one of them pipes up and says, “Does our law condemn a man 
without first hearing him to find out what he has been doing?” 
They replied, “Are you from Galilee, too? Look into it, and you will find that a 
prophet does not come out of Galilee.” (Only the reader is privy to the knowledge that 
Nicodemus has had an intimate conversation with Jesus in chapter 3.) 
The next verse is very interesting: Then they all went home. . . The curtain falls and 
we can imagine the narrator repeating to the audience, “Everyone went to his own home.” A 
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
137  Malina, 20. 
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pregnant pause follows. “Or did they? We shall see. A woman is going to be caught this 
night, so at least two of these men did not go directly home.”138  
But, Jesus went to the Mount of Olives. The new chapter and first sentence starts with 
the word, but . . . Regardless of the previous textual concerns, we will work with the way the 
text reads here and allow verse 7:53 to connect with 8:1. In contrast to the spiritual leaders of 
the Jews, Jesus went to his favorite outdoor sanctuary alone that night. 
The story resumes in the early morning, at dawn. We can imagine a cock crowing at 
first light. The ground may have still been damp with dew and the smell of earth and grass. 
He [Jesus] appeared again in the temple courts. We don’t question his motive here. For the 
setting we would simply discuss central props that could be used to depict an accurate setting 
of the Temple. If props are not readily available, one can rely on the profound simplicity of a 
black box theatre depicting the walled courtyard, their only props are rocks. Roman guards 
walk the perimeter. 
And all the people gathered around him. How many do we imagine? Who were they? 
Were they quiet and hushed or boisterous? Expectant? Nervous? What was the collective 
mood? Were there festival activities going on close by? 
  . . .and he sat down to teach them. We can draw from other parts of scripture for what 
his teaching might have entailed. How he leaned in toward the crowd. Did the crowd 
continue standing? Was his voice loud? We can anticipate that the crowd was attentive.  
Then. An interruption. Freeze frame. The setting for the scene is sketched and can be 
filled in with more details later. Next we focus on the cast.  
Characters 
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Introduce how we can break out each role in the story. With each cast member 
introduced we can imagine positioning each of the characters in his or her location and 
posture on the stage. Spacing matters. Props will be introduced later. The cast of characters to 
list in the credits includes: 
• Crowd/community 
• Temple guards (7:45ff) 
• Teachers of the Law and Pharisees 
• Nicodemus (7:50-52) 
• Adulterous Woman  
• Jesus 
• [Husband] 
• [Lover] 
• [Children/family] 
• [Jesus’ brothers – possibly present, we know they were at the Festival of Lights] 
 
Next, we will provide character descriptions relying on each from historical and 
cultural study. The more detail we can imagine, the more sensory the experience will be.  
Crowd/community 
 These people make up the crowd, or gallery, to the dual that is brewing. Is there an 
equal number of men and women? Children? What are they wearing? What would they be 
doing at the Festival if they weren’t there? The crowd is unusually silent in the original text. 
Did they disperse when the show down with the scribes and Pharisees began?  
Temple Guards 
 Roman guards walked the perimeter of the wall, which was elevated above the 
courtyard. Their role was much like security guards with big gold letters across their shirts 
hired for crowd control at a rock concert.  
Teachers of the Law and Pharisees (Accusers) 
Upholders of the religious law, the chief priests and Pharisees have set up a verbal 
dual, but not one of wit, this is one to put Christ on trial. We are familiar with their 
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costuming from movies such as The Passion. In reference to the Mishnah Gittin’s sizeable 
chapter on divorce, Ron Clark said, “Its volume alone suggests how focused the religious 
leaders were concerning divorce, adultery, and misogyny.” 
Bailey writes, “For the accusers in the story, turf is more important than truth, justice 
or people. . . . There was no evident effort to help the woman—only to use her and then kill 
her. To them, her public humiliation was irrelevant.”139 The fact that no man was brought to 
Jesus belied the religious leaders’ true intentions.   
Nicodemus  
This religious leader is a shady character who comes to meet Jesus in the dark and 
never confesses outright who Christ is to him. He is looming close by; the reader is left to 
wonder. 
Adulterous Woman 
 
Bailey provides valuable insight. Keeping in mind the cultural backdrop concerning 
women and the setup of the drama, these conclusions can be drawn: 
• The woman is merely a pawn in a power play to discredit Jesus and reaffirm the 
authority of the scribes and Pharisees.  
• She is the main character in a story that has been played out in every nation of the 
world for centuries; she is countless thousands of women.  
• Everyone around her but Jesus is indifferent to her suffering. She has no explanation 
or defense. 
 [Husband and Lover] 
 
 Both are unnamed or absent. Will need creative license. 
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[Children/Family]  
Her extended family and clan has been humiliated. Do they happen to be in the 
courtyard that morning? Will need creative license. 
Jesus 
In the previous chapter, the brothers of Jesus are harassing him about going to 
Jerusalem for the festival. Jesus told them to go on without him. He entered the city quietly. 
It was dangerous for him to be there. While teaching he was almost arrested. Within the lines 
of this brief scene Jesus:  
• displays his compassion.  
• Compassion fuels his brilliance and astute manner in dealing with conflict,  
• exposes his courage. Just one day after he was almost arrested, he enters the arena 
again without intimidation by his powerful opponents who were sure to show up. 
• clarifies that Jesus knows the written law and knows its interpretation. He is not 
against it. Jesus does not trivialize the woman’s destructive sin, yet does not condemn 
her. 
• calls for repentance from both the accusers and the sinner. 
• shows a foreshadowing of the cross, through his act of costly love toward the woman.  
Images and Actions  
In theater there are three ways we come to know about a character: 1) by what he or 
she says, 2) by what others say about her or him, or 3) by what the character does. The most 
trustworthy way to know a character is by the actions of the character.140 Next look carefully 
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
140 Michael E. Williams, ed. The Storyteller’s Companion to the Bible: Old Testament Women, Vol. 4. 
(Nashville: Abingdon Press, 1993), 10. 	  
	  	  
69	  
for the action taking place on the stage. As in an old black and white silent movie, pay close 
attention to images and actions without the sound of dialog.  
v. 8:3 Scribes (the teachers of the law) and Pharisees brought a woman [caught in 
adultery – assumes previous action]. They made her stand in before the group. How 
might that have played out? 
 
[woman’s actions] 
 
[crowd’s response] 
 
Next we can attend to Jesus’ postures/actions: 
 
v. 8:2 he sat down to teach them 
 
v. 8:6 Jesus may have stood upon her arrival, because (while they are speaking) he 
stooped down to write with his finger on the ground 
 
v. 8:7 (they persisted) so he straightened up and spoke to them 
 
v. 8:8 he again stooped down and with his finger wrote on the ground 
 
v. 8:9 They began to go out one by one, until only Jesus was left alone with the 
woman where she had been. [standing] 
 
v. 8:10 Jesus straightened up and asked her 
 
What happens next? How do they exit? As with many of Jesus’ stories the ending 
remains unfinished which allows us to imagine and finish the play. This also challenges its 
audience to internalize the story and make it each their own. By imagining the actions and 
positions of the players, we get a three-dimensional sense of the story. Now the dialog can be 
filled in with voice inflection, facial expressions.  
Filling in the Gaps 
 
When details are missing in the original ‘letter’ all we have is speculation. Still, by 
engaging our imagination, our hearts also engage. We are drawn in and awakened to the 
historical Christ, God who became flesh and walked here in towns that have history and 
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personality and thus, bring color to the narrative. This next part of the exercise gives an 
example of scholarly imagination around the question of what it was that Jesus wrote in the 
dirt and the phrase that follows, “At this, those who heard began to go away.” 
Writing on the Ground 
For centuries biblical scholars have ruminated over what Jesus might have written in 
the dirt that day. Bringing intrigue, several are considered here: 1) names or sins of the 
leaders who were present; 2) the parabolic action of writing; 3) “stone her” as the first act of 
writing; 4) the first line of the tenth commandment: “You shall not covet your neighbor’s 
wife”; or 5) the name, “Susanna”.  
Names or sins of leaders who were present. An ancient opinion is that Jesus wrote the 
sins of the accusers (cf. Job 13:26). A popularly held belief is that Jesus may have been 
writing the names with whom these particular Jews had committed adultery. The most 
honored of the Sanhedrin would also have had the most to lose. Imagine the looks on their 
faces if this were the case and Jesus squatted there, wrote a name and looked up. Whatever 
happened there, the scene turned personal as indicated in the words “and when they heard it.” 
The parabolic action of writing. A long-standing tradition of interpretation associates 
Jesus’ action of writing with Jeremiah 17:13, which casts his writing in the dirt in a very 
different light: 
LORD, you are the hope of Israel;  
all who forsake you will be put to shame.  
Those who turn away from you will be written in the dust  
because they have forsaken the LORD,  
the fountain of living water.141 
 
This would make the writing on the ground another one of Jesus’ acted parables, an allusive 	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
141 Italics mine.  
 
	  	  
71	  
gesture, much like the calming of the storm (Matt. 8:23-27; cf. Ps. 107:25-30) or his entry 
into Jerusalem (cf. Zech. 9:9). It is Jesus’ way of saying to the scribes and Pharisees, who 
listen but do not understand, that they have turned away from “the fountain of living water” 
(a central image of the Festival of Tabernacles) and of course, that they face the same 
judgment, the same devastation, as the apostates of Jeremiah’s generation.142  
Joachim Jeremias supports this idea. In The Parables of Jesus, he writes, 
If we may assume that the pericope de adultera ([John] 7.53 ff.) rests on early 
tradition, then the writing in the sand is another example of parabolic action; it would 
have reminded her accusers, without openly putting them to shame, of the scripture 
which said: “They that depart from me shall be written in the earth” (Jer. 17.13), and 
his action would have said to them, “You are those of whom that scripture speaks”—
a silent call to repentance. 
Moreover, Jesus has just announced in the temple, “Whoever believes in me, 
as the Scripture has said, ‘Out of his heart will flow rivers of living water’” (John 
7:37-38). It seems likely, therefore, that the allusion to Jeremiah 17:13, with its 
reference to a “fountain of living water,” may have been a factor in the insertion of 
the story at this point in John’s Gospel.143 
 
This sort of covert, unself-conscious detail allows one to be confident that the story, whatever 
its provenance, really does belong here. 
“Stone her” as the first act of writing. Kenneth Bailey, in Jesus through Middle 
Eastern Eyes; Cultural Studies in the Gospels, is convinced that Jesus wrote, “death” or “kill 
her” or “stone her with stones,” with the first writing in the dirt.144 Bailey holds that Jesus’ 
words presuppose that he decreed the death penalty and as such opted for a strict observance 
of the Law of Moses; but not without having a twist of Jesus’ own making. Bailey suggests, 	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
142 See Morris. 
 
143 Jeremias, The Parables of Jesus, 2nd ed. (Upper Saddle River, NJ: Prentice Hall, 1972), 228. 	  
144 Bailey notes that the “eighth day of the feast” was treated as Sabbath with all the Sabbath laws in 
force, and rabbis considered writing to be work—but only with ink on paper. Writing with one’s finger in the 
dust would have been permissible because it left no lasting mark (the wind can blow it away). Mishnah, Sabbat 
12:5 (Danby, 11-12); Babylonian Talmud, Sabbat 104b. By this action Jesus would have communicated that he 
was trained in the interpretation of the law. 
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“Having made that judgment, Jesus then announced the method of execution: ‘Let him who 
is without sin among you be the first to throw a stone at her’ (John 8:7).”145 This disarmed 
the mob mentality wherein individuals could have escaped without being accountable for 
their behavior. With these words, Jesus puts a name and a face with everyone in the crowd. 
He asks each individual to acknowledge responsibility for his or her participation.146  
Against the backdrop of shame/honor culture, if one steps forward claiming to be 
without sin, he would be remembered for his shame because all those present would have 
known the words of Ecclesiastes 7:20, “Indeed, there is no one on earth who is righteous, no 
one who does what is right and never sins.” Bailey continues, 
Suddenly and dramatically the entire scene is changed. Jesus’ opponents are now 
under pressure, and each of them must make a decision. In the middle East, in such 
circumstance, people naturally turn to the elder person present…From the oldest to 
the youngest his opponents withdraw, humiliated.  
 As this plays out, Jesus bends down and writes a second time. Though again 
we haven no clue as to what he wrote, He chooses not to watch the public humiliation 
of his opponents…he takes no pleasure in humiliating them—he simply wants to save 
the woman. 
When just a few minutes earlier the woman was faced with brutal violence, 
the Pharisees are now angry at Jesus. At great cost he has shifted their hostility from 
her to himself. . . . 
She is the recipient of a costly demonstration of unexpected love that saves 
her life. Jesus demonstrates the life-changing power of costly love. This scene 
provides an insight into Jesus’ understanding of the significance of his own suffering. 
A core aspect of his “doctrine of the atonement” is here display.147  
 
She, as her daughters and sisters for the following centuries, is on trial, will be on trial, and 
continues in vulnerability until Jesus intervenes. 
 The first line of the tenth commandment. Keener suggests that just as God wrote the 
Ten Commandments with his finger in tablets of stone (Ex. 31:18; Deut. 9:10), perhaps Jesus 	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
145 Ibid., 235. 
 
146  Ibid. 
147 Ibid., 235-236. 
 
	  	  
73	  
writes the first line of the tenth commandment in the Septuagint of Exodus 20: “You shall not 
covet your neighbor’s wife.” The text would declare them all guilty of adultery (Matt. 
5:28).148  
The name “Susanna.” At least one scholar suggests that Jesus wrote the name 
“Susanna” in the dirt that day. If he had done so, all those present would immediately 
remember the well-known story of a woman accused of adultery by two conniving religious 
priests after she refused to have sex with them. This theory makes for fabulous story telling 
with connotation that evil leaders who prey on beautiful women with their eyes and usurp 
their power over them. Another possibility is that the story of Susanna and Daniel 
foreshadowed Christ and his treatment of women. 
After filling in the gaps and finishing the script, (musicians may imagine an 
accompanying film score), the film writer/director moves in closer to distinguish camera 
angles, pulling in for a close up of a face, wide angle shots panning the expressions of the 
crowd before cutting back in. The dynamics of the experience radically change, however, 
when the writer/director chooses to play a role in the drama. Symbolic interactionists would 
take special interest in the role one chooses and the meaning it affords. 
Point of View 
Whose point of view would you take? Entrances, exits, the experience of the other 
characters on stage take on new meaning. You can smell them. Hear them breathing or 
crying. In The Book of Witnesses, David Kossoff writes this story from a beggar’s point of 
view, one who was sitting in the courtyard at the time of the drama. By casting the beggar as 
a blind man, Kossoff can draw from sensory experience excluding sight, which also gives 	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
148 Craig S. Keener, Bible Background Commentary; New Testament (Downers Grove: IVP  
Academic, 1993), 284. 
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creative reason for the teller’s inability to read what Jesus wrote in the dirt. 
Most importantly, the Gospel narratives allow the listener or reader to enter into their 
pages, and find themselves participants. The gospels, to use the phrase of the second-century 
church father Justin Martyr, are “the memoirs of the apostles.” No longer a cognitive review, 
the way is opened for a self-reflection and the supernatural gasp of air to the lungs.  
 
The Gospels as Memoir 
  
Fee assures us of the fact that we have four gospels all written in different voices to 
different audiences, already provide a model of hermeneutics for us, “insisting by their very 
nature that we, too, retell the same story in our own twenty-first century contexts.”149 
Similarly, Martin Luther whose adult life was marked by an intense love for the Scriptures, 
wrote, “The Scriptures are words of life, intended not for speculation and fancy, but for life 
and action.”150 We not only read and interact so that we can respond to the divine Christ, who 
showed us the divine face of God; we respond to a human man, who showed us how men and 
women can interact and care for one another. There is no more central issue than Christology 
(who is Jesus) in Spiritual Formation.151 
“Scriptures are the cradle which hold the Christ child,” is the infamous saying of 
Luther. Still, he would claim that the incarnation of the Word—the Word becoming flesh—
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
149 Fee, 129. 
 150	  William Henry Lazareth, Christians in Society: Luther, the Bible, and Social Ethics (New York: 
Fortress Press, 2001), 15. Lazareth is Program Associate at the Center of Theological Inquiry, Princeton also 
taught Union and Lutheran Theological Seminaries. 	  
151 Dr. Dan Brunner is known among George Fox Seminarians for this quote: “If Jesus was not the 
divine Son of God, then his death cannot accomplish our salvation. If Christ was not fully human, he cannot be 
followed.”  	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takes priority over the written or proclaimed revelation. Adds Dan Brunner, church historian 
and Luther scholar, 
The primary purpose of scripture is not to give us rule, laws or principles to live by; it 
is to point us to the person of Christ. The goal is not to become a master of scripture 
or prayer, it is to become like Christ.152 
 
It is for this reason that we press in for a hermeneutic of interacting with Jesus so that we first 
know who he is, before focusing on the pursuit of loving others. In other words, narrative 
theology informs our practical theology. 
“Where is God found?” asks Len Sweet. “Look to the worst, the least respectable, the 
invisible. That’s with whom Jesus spent his three years of ministry—sinners, rejects, harlots, 
criminals, etc.”153 Matthew 25:34-46 suggests that Jesus camps out among the outcasts. His 
comfort with women, children, and vulnerable people also suggest this. In Exodus, chapter 
three, God’s hearing the cries of the suffering slaves indicates that God is traumatized by 
oppression because God dwells among the oppressed.  
 We anticipate that a loving God somehow makes it his business to care for the 
suffering, but the paradigm shifts even more dramatically when we look more closely at 
Christ’s very human and personal knowledge of society’s rejects. 
Jesus was Marginalized 
 
For those who have worshipped in a faith tradition where the divinity of Christ was 
emphasized, it can be shocking to learn that four of the five women listed among the forty-
one male ancestors of Jesus’ genealogy (Matthew, chapter one) got pregnant out of wedlock. 
“Three of whose stories (those of Tamar, Rahab, and Bathsheba) are colored by such 	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
152 Ibid. 	  
153 Sweet, Nudge, 214. Sweet’s favorite definition of the gospel is, ”Jesus ate good food with bad 
people.” 	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distasteful details as incest, prostitution, fornication, adultery, and murder,” writes Spangler 
and Syswerda.154 Why were these women listed in the genealogy? God must consider such 
details important: 
Jesus, the perfect Son of the perfect Father, had plenty of imperfect branches in his 
family tree and enough colorful characters to populate a modern romance novel. That 
women should be mentioned at all in his genealogy is surprising, let alone that four of 
the five got pregnant out of wedlock. In addition, at least three of the women were 
foreigners, not Israelites.155 
 
In his New Testament class, Camery-Hoggatt suggests that when Jesus says to the 
woman caught in adultery, “Go, neither do I condemn you,” he can say this because he is the 
divine. He also speaks to her as a young man, with a Nazarene accent, still pained by the fact 
that his mother had been an outcast, one who was seen by her town’s people pregnant out of 
wedlock. The son Mary had carried in her womb recognized that pained dull look in a 
woman’s eye. He knew.  
Circumstances of his birth were outside the realm of the acceptable for a young 
woman. Camery-Hoggatt explains, 
In Talmudic tradition (Jewish comments written into the Talmud), Mary was a 
hairdresser (like a modern masseuse). When Jesus was seen telling the Jews that they 
will know the truth and the truth shall make they free, they answered him, “We are 
Abraham’s offspring . . . we have never yet been enslaved to anyone. . .” (John 
8:31ff). 
Jesus said, “Everyone who commits sin is a slave to sin. And the slave does 
not remain in the house forever; the son does remain forever . . . If the Son sets you 
free, you are free indeed.” 
And the verbal dual continued to get even more heated . . . until they dropped 
the bomb on Jesus, “We were not born of fornication” (implying, but you were).156  
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When Jesus said, “You are doing the things your own father does.” They 
protested, “We are not illegitimate children! The only Father we have is God 
himself.”  
Jesus says, “If God were your Father, you would love Me; for I proceeded 
forth and have come from God. . . .” 
 
This is another verbal dual about one’s deepest and truest identity. This was not merely a 
change of circumstances such as an economy turned bad so a family is forced to claim 
bankruptcy and now lives in an apartment rather than a three-bedroom house. Luke, chapter 9 
says, “The son of man has nowhere to lay his head.” Jesus didn’t have a home address 
because he came to welcome home the outcasts and move in with the downtrodden—with 
us—Jesus, the Temple of God, Emmanuel comes to live (tent) among us.  
Jesus Tabernacles with Us (here and now) 
 
When further defining Christ’s involvement with marginalized people and what that 
means for the Church, the question is asked, “What is it that defines this meeting place, the 
place where we experience the presence of God? Where is this ‘place’ where the psalmist 
experienced the presence of God and for which he so desperately longed to return?” N.T. 
Wright, New Testament scholar and Bishop of Durham (2003 – 2010) cogently describes 
Jesus in relation to the temple: 
The Temple was one of the main focal points of Jesus’ public career. Not so much in 
the sense that he was always going there or always speaking about it; . . .  
it represented, in promise and hope, all that Jesus was then himself offering in his own 
work and on the other hand, in promise and hope, all that Jesus was then himself 
offering in his own work and actions. Forgiveness of sins, restoration into fellowship 
with God; Jesus was offering them to all and sundry who would believe and follow 
him. He was acting as a one-man Temple-substitute. . . . Thus, as I have often said, 
when Jesus came to Jerusalem the place wasn’t big enough for both of them, himself 
and the Temple side by side. 
This, in fact, is what one might call the deep Synoptic root, of full-orbed 
Johannine Christology. “The Word became flesh, and tabernacled in our midst”: 
eskenosen is of course a Temple-image.157  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
 157 N.T. Wright, “The Tabernacling Presence” Jesus' Self Understanding 
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The House of God shifted from tent/tabernacle to temple, to Jesus . . . to Christ-
followers. Jesus as house of God can be viewed as Jesus the tabernacle (temple) of God 
(John 1:14-18).158 Jesus is the divine presence who touches lepers, women, the oppressed, 
and sick. All people have the right to approach him with hope and peace—there are no 
longer insiders and outsiders (John 1:12). John seems to suggest that God moved into our 
neighborhoods and hung out with us. He also invited us to be his home. We are now Christ 
incarnate, the House of God. We are sanctuary, the safe place, the holy of holies. We 
welcome others into this dwelling place of God—his presence in us!159  
Why was Jesus able to say to the woman “Go and sin no more?” We see in his 
parabolic action that he not only took her place that day, his actions foreshadowed a futuristic 
message, a preview of his own sacrifice. In the Temple courtyard, his actions pronounced 
that he would again be on trial and that he would take her place again soon. This is a 
profound realization, yet, there is more.  
Jesus did not come to earth just to die on the cross; Jesus came to inaugurate his 
kingdom. Heaven was invading earth in his glory. He was the new temple that would be torn 
down in three days and rebuilt. He understood the realm of God’s rule. His advocate would 
soon come and the power of Pentecost would soon level all the mountains and valleys. Jesus 
could have said to the woman, “Be free for behold I am making all things new” (Rev. 21:5). 	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  Resources for further research on this idea in John: Lioy, Dan, Axis of Glory: A Biblical and 
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“Look! God’s dwelling place is now among the people, and he will dwell with them. They 
will be his people, and God himself will be with them and be their God” (Rev. 21:3). Jesus 
replaced manmade honor and shame with his glory.160 
The future of the adulterous woman appeared to be doomed. At first glance, Christ’s 
words seemed a mockery of her circumstance. After considering the historical/cultural and 
literary context of the pericope de adultera, however, we find a story which portrays Christ, 
who while himself was on trial, intelligently countered the political scheme of those in 
power, while communicating profound and selfless compassion toward his beloved one—a 
powerless woman caught in shame. Jesus reveals something about the woman’s truest self, 
about society, and a new set of standards for relating what she had not before been privy to. 
In doing so, we find that Jesus, in his humanity, who knows personally what it means to be 
marginalized, restores her honor. We ask again, is it possible, then, that if Jesus set in motion 
a new standard, that it might demand a new form of relating which includes us as well? 
But what if a certain woman, or any outcast for that matter, does not have the where-
withal to stop sinning, bringing shame or dishonor, religious leaders would feel justified in 
stoning her with whatever is today’s equivalent. Recidivism says that she will be back . . . 
she is bound to deserve punishment sooner or later whether it be on this day or one in the 
future.161 
When a woman is seen as seductress or sinner without looking more closely at what 
is actually transpiring in the story, the central beauty of the story is missed: Jesus who suffers 
with her and allows her to go free, knows that he has stepped up and taken the punishment in 
her stead. It was a costly move and not one that enables a woman to go on sinning. What 	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kind of love allows the one forgiven to keep hurting herself? Not true love. Christ, does not 
give her an unrealistic challenge that she is sure to fail; rather, he speaks into existence the 
reality of her freedom.  
Hers is a new identity that will come at his great cost. When Jesus asked, “Who is 
without sin?” all heads dropped, the religious leaders and the woman’s. In a moment of 
foreshadowing the cross, our Savior shows us what it means to be set free, “Where are your 
accusers?” he asked. When her answer was only silence, he said, “Neither do I condemn 
you.” . . . You are free from self-loathing, free from criticism and blame, free from your 
broken yearning and broken rules, free from your search for love in the wrong embrace. Go 
in the glory I came to give and share this true love of God’s eternal embrace. 
Repentance requires choice and intentional turning . . . but not without supernatural 
compassion which empowers the chooser to do so . . . and it is this same searing compassion, 
which calls the power holders also to repent and make sure that it is possible for the sinner to 
keep choosing freedom. Christ’s words are just as revolutionary for the leaders who judged 
(set her up) in the first place.  
Powerful/powerless 
 
In the person of Christ, Jesus of Nazareth, eternal Begotten Son of God, we see the 
kingdom most clearly. God’s agenda is made known to us. Writes Crouch, 
God is for the poor—the oppressed the widow and the orphan—and he is for 
humanity in our collective poverty, our ultimate powerlessness in the face of sin and 
death. But he makes known his redemptive purposes for us through both the 
powerless and the powerful using both to accomplish his purposes. When God acts in 
culture, he uses both the powerful and powerless alongside one another rather than 
using one against the other. . . . To bring them into partnership is the true sign of 
God’s paradoxical and graceful intervention into the human story. 
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Jesus refused the role of a revolutionary who would violently overthrow those in 
power. Instead he came to the centers of power offering the “urban powerful the same 
opportunities as the rural powerless to ask questions.” Giving an invitation to draw near to 
the kingdom of God, Jesus can be seen speaking with priests and scribes, having a private 
dialog with Nicodemus (John 3), and a Roman centurion’s valued servant is healed (Luke 
7).162 
Beloved teacher and author, Lewis Smedes, explores how this ideal love––selfless 
love––can take root in the crevices of real life. “I want to see in a realistic way how the 
power of love can reshape lives. I am not working out a ‘love ethic’; I do not lay down the 
duties of love. I assume that love is a power, and that it enables us before it obligates us.”163 
The power granted us by the work of the Holy Spirit is the power of love, the power that 
creates and enables us to fight for and protect and bring unity to those people described in the 
Beatitudes.  
This story of intrigue found tucked between the pages of John’s gospel gives us 
windows of understanding into the character of Jesus and how he related to both the powerful 
and the powerless. In contrast to the previously proposed solutions wherein history is riddled 
with a long succession of legalism, separation and western individualism, we ask what is our 
role in this drama now playing out upon the stage of history, in our own particular scene of 
human history. 
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Honor/Glory 
“The glory of God is the human person fully alive,” wrote Irenaeus of Lyon (ca. 115-
202). The premise that God’s glory broke into time and space in the person of Jesus and the 
coming of the Holy Spirit who now tabernacles in us—making us his dwelling place—
changes everything for the context of the Church. This means that out of our truest identity, 
we are to honor, welcome and make home for the marginalized. When we do so, we actually 
welcome Jesus to be in the center of our midst.164  
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Bride of Christ 
 
Once a poor creature, now a wonder, 
A wonder tortur’d in the space 
Betwixt this world and that of grace. 
–George Herbert, “Affliction (IV)”165 
 
The Bride of Christ is quite possibly in the same bad shape as the earth, the cosmos 
while in “great travail” awaits the return of Christ, to human eyes doesn’t look much 
different from the woman clutching a bed sheet in the courtyard, a posture much different 
than that of women across history. She longs to be healthy and whole, she longs for her 
Lover’s return. How striking it is then, to hear Christ say that he will return for a bride 
without spot or wrinkle. Who is this glorious bride Christ speaks of? Jesus sees his Beloved 
Church through grace and truth (John 1:14).  
Dorothy L. Sayers, a contemporary and friend of C. S. Lewis in the 1940’s, wrote:  
All other religions and gods and ethical systems have been preoccupied with sex one 
way or the other, whether the upshot of the thing is ferocious asceticism or ‘nameless 
orgies.’ But when you get hold of the Son of God personally, you come up against a 
blank wall. He just doesn’t bother about it. He doesn’t seem to notice it. If you force 
it on His attention he merely observes that a dirty [naughty] look is as bad as adultery 
and that men are in no position to cast stones at women . . .You don’t realize, perhaps, 
how extraordinary that is. It’s unparalleled. –Dorothy L. Sayers, Letter to the Bishop 
of Coventry, July 20, 1948166 
 
What if the pericope de adultera is not only a story about a woman who is saved from 
immediate death, but also from a slow, brutal cultural or metaphorical death? What if she is 
recreated (what if Jesus, the second Adam, did in fact see Eve in her eyes as he did in the 
eyes of the other women) and she is given a chance to participate in culture making—	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  Rodney Clapp, Tortured Wonders: Christian Spirituality for People, Not Angels (Grand Rapids: 
Brazo Press), 2004. 	  
166 Dorothy L. Sayers as quoted by Mary Stewart Van Leeuwen (Eastern University), “A Sword 
Between the Sexes: C.S. Lewis’s Long Journey to Gender Equality,” Summer 2007 Special Issue (36:4), 
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Kingdom culture, here on earth where all people groups are on equal ground? The writings of 
Haggai, chapter two and Zachariah, chapter three certainly point to God forgiving sin, 
removing shame and calling us to go forward. Chuck Conniry, asks that “What new reality is 
Jesus inviting his church to when he says to his adulterous bride, ‘Go now and leave your life 
of sin’”?  
We know the accuser is the devil. God disqualifies these accusations and pronounces 
absolution, but in what ways must the church admit her complicity, her involvement in 
wrong doing? Chuck Conniry stated: 
Adultery is a recurring problem to which God has said over and over to each new 
generation: “Go and sin no more” (John 8:11). The Greek word is poreuomai, spoken 
in the imperative, most direct, form. It means to go, proceed, conduct. We find an 
inextricable link between forgiveness and sending. If there’s no accommodation, 
Christianity won’t be spread.167  
 
In harmony with Conniry, Bass recites the words of early church father, Dionysios 
the Areopagite from around the year 500 CE, “Love for God is ecstatic, making us go out 
from ourselves; it does not allow the lover to belong any more to himself, but he [she] 
belongs only to the Beloved.”168 
Jesus bids her go. This is the Great Commission; it is the great sending forth.169  
 
 
Gender Reconciliation and Mutuality in the Church 
 
Scott Bader-Saye, in his book Following Jesus in a Culture of Fear, writes, 
“Fear tempts us to make safety and self-preservation our highest goals, and  when we do so 
our moral focus becomes the protection of our lives and  health. Security becomes the new 	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
167 See Conniry’s Soaring in the Spirit for reference to Roland Vaten (1958), (italics mine). 	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169 Matt. 28:19 has a similar imperative force “to send!” 
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idol.”170 Nothing brings our insecurities closer to the surface than sexuality. Which of us 
remains unaffected by this complexity Frederick Buechner refers to as a tragic comedy?  
 What follows is an except by Richard Rohr from his book, Everything Belongs: 
How we relate sexually is probably a good teacher and indicator of how we relate to 
God (and how we relate to God is probably a good teacher and indicator of how we 
will relate to everything else.) Religion and relationships are one, it seems. Religion, 
as the very word, re-ligio, indicates, is the task of putting our divided realities back 
together: human and divine, male and female, heaven and earth, sin and salvation, 
mistake and glory.  
Why has this integration, this coincidence of seeming opposites, occurred with 
relative rarity in religious traditions? . . .One would think that if there were any 
religion that would have most welcomed this integration, it would have been 
Christianity. After all, we are the only world religion that believes that God became a 
living human body. We Christians are the only believers in a full, concrete, and 
physical enfleshment of God. We call it the “incarnation” and we call him “Jesus.”171 
 
If Brunner’s claim that Christ being both fully divine and human allows us to be saved and 
him able to followed, than we can agree with Rohr. “Jesus is the great synthesis for us, the 
icon of the whole mystery––all at once. ‘In his body lives the fullness of divinity, and in him 
you too find your own fulfillment’” (Col. 2:9). 
Transformation of character is rooted both in both spirit and body. We westerners 
understand the bodily resurrection. We are much weaker in understanding the incarnation 
and what that means for us, the western Church. “We are clearly not very at home in our 
bodies,” reminds Rohr, “and Jesus came to show us that is our human and this-world 
experience that we must befriend. It is our necessary and good beginning point. In fact, after 
the incarnation, the material world becomes the privileged place for the divine encounter.”172 
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 Without a healing sexual theology and ethic in place, gnostic thought pervades our 
evangelical thinking. “Stop it!” is not godly wisdom and does nothing to reshape the 
destructive sexual climate of our day. Few of us realize that Prometheus or Apollo known 
heretics of the early church may have done more to shape our theology than the Jesus. Our 
churches need to study history and see how subtle and dangerous half-truths become to the 
wellbeing of the Body of Christ, rather than being sterile, split entities of spirit and flesh: 
Irenaeus went a bit far with his teaching of deification, but writes Diana Butler Bass, 
“He was trying to articulate the very difficult part of the Christian way of life: to remember 
in all things that, beginning with Jesus’ humanity, the ‘body is a sacred gift.’”173 Bass adds, 
“Salvation works itself out within the context of this world; it is a process of honoring 
creation, of acting humanly toward God, ourselves, and our neighbors.”174  
Christianity is the restoration of the Image of God. This foundational truth of our 
identity (what we Westerners seem blind to), is held at the very center of the Eastern 
Orthodox Church’s gospel and reality. Nothing has true meaning apart from Logos, Christ’s 
presence here on earth. Jesus came as the second Adam to restore what Adam wrecked. 
Jesus’ humanity is paramount. He restored what it meant to be human. Salvation is the 
restoration of humanity to what is was meant to be. Life, death, resurrection is all participant 
in redemption. Jesus was the true human being and he came to take what Adam and sin 
marred to restore to the image of God to what it is meant to be.  
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
173 Stephanie Paulsell, Honoring the Body (San Francisco: Jossey-Bass, 2002), xiv, 3. 
 
174 Bass, 39. 
 
	  	  
87	  
In Romans 12, we find Paul describing what it means to live “in your whole concrete 
self” as a living sacrifice (logikos latreia).175 “Here ‘living’ means: power, vitality, catching 
your stride,” argues Frank Green. “It means shalom and how you do relationship. It is God 
who gives us our identity, in contrast to our disappointing and troublesome self-made 
‘cherished self image.’ When Paul writes, ‘for by the grace given to me,’ that is when we 
know the love of God is for us personally. It’s about personhood.”  
The concept of personhood cannot then be separated from one’s gender or sexuality, 
and is thus redeemable by this grace given. However, that is not to say that sexuality, 
marriage and childbearing are essential and therefore a superior form of personhood. Mary 
Stewart Van Leeuwen, author of Gender and Grace, is a theologian who holds firmly to the 
concept that genital activity is not a requirement for human completeness. Coming from a 
well-formed creation theology and biblical view, she argues that personhood adequately 
includes sex and gender without being reduced to either of these aspects of humanness:  
Sex and gender, I have argued, are lodged within our more basic call to have 
accountable dominion over the earth, to live in mutually helpful relationships, and 
above all to worship God. Our male/female complementariness does, and should, 
nuance all of these activities. But that is a far cry from saying that sexual activity, 
marriage and childbearing are essential to full personhood.176 
Like God, both men and women are intrinsically social. . . . We are so 
unshakably created for community that we cannot even develop as full persons unless 
we grow up in nurturing contact with others. Moreover, the fulfillment of our 
sociability depends on fellowship with the opposite sex. This does not mean that 
everyone has to marry in order to be fully human, but it does mean that subcultures of 
men or women only (whether this is in an enforced prison setting or a freely chosen 
community) are something less than fully human. There may be tragic but 
understandable reasons why some people want to shun the opposite sex, but that does 
not make the practice normative.177 	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Mutuality means stepping out onto a leveled landscape, one that the Holy Spirit has 
already engineered with a love that allows for full expression of one’s personhood. In Acts 2, 
it is no accident that God revealed his spirit and proclaimed the gospel to Jewish converts 
who were from many nations and spoke many different languages. McNeil is taken aback at 
how we westerners tend to think this approach was a smart and necessary decision on God’s 
part to communicate the gospel in turbo speed, “making a strategic evangelistic and 
communication move . . . a means to an end in as efficient manner as possible.” McNeil, 
however, finds this to be “significant to the makeup of the first church—not only for saving 
individuals, but reconciling the nations. Thus, the gospel proclamation was accompanied by a 
reconciled community––a sign that God was at work.”178 
Church leaders are given the charge articulated so well by Patricia Gundry. Here she 
is writing to a male audience, but her words speak to both men and women: 
Right now we are at the point at which those with credentials can accelerate 
changes begun already and bring lasting change into actuality. It is time for 
needed help. You are the helpers we need. I am not asking you to defend, 
protect and free facts and ideas, but living, breathing women. 
They are the sheep of your pasture. Help them be fed the truth. They are 
your sisters. Help them to equal access to your joint inheritance among the 
saints. There is but one central and watershed question in this conflicted 
issue: Are women fully human? All other questions and issues are 
peripheral to this issue. 
If women are fully human, then Augustine was wrong, but you can be 
right. 
If women are fully human, then Aquinas was wrong, but you can be 
right. 
If women are fully human, then Tertullian was wrong, but you can be 
right.179 	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“There is neither Jew nor Gentile, neither slave nor free, nor is there longer male and 
female; for you are all one in Christ Jesus,” wrote the Apostle Paul (Gal. 3:28). Taking into 
consideration the context of Jesus’ message, we might also add, there is no longer married or 
single. We believe there are no longer dividing distinctions—but not because those aspects of 
our personhood have been erased. Instead, they are deepened and transcended. We become 
more than male and female, more than our ethnicity, culture or nationality––never less. The 
future vision of the kingdom is the fulfillment of our race, culture and gender, not their 
erasure.180 
“An empire conquers peoples to make them all subject to one ruler. God’s kingdom 
draws all peoples based on an intimate knowledge of who they are.”181 God has always had a 
great purpose for cultures and nation and peoples. We are called to fill the earth and bring it 
under the reign of God. This will require that humanity in all its diversity reflect the image of 
God. This is our mission as ambassadors of the kingdom of God. . . . This suggests that God 
wants our main identity to be rooted in our relationship with him,182 not our dividing lines. 
We are no longer defined by bloodline, caste system, gender, or positions of power and 
prestige (which for contemporary Christians includes marital status). Offering to God 
ourselves, as Conniry encourages, as living sacrifices is to offer ourselves “with intention, 
consciously appropriating all we do—in the here-and-now moment of daily living—to the 
glory of God.”  
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 Why did Jesus have hope for widows and orphans . . . and a woman who after having 
been caught in bed with another man and would surely be a divorcee before the day was 
over? Van Leeuwen postulates, 
Christian family life is to be seen as a specialized expression of life within the family 
of God. This being the case, the phrase “single Christian” is a contradiction in terms. 
By definition, there are no single Christians. We belong to each other long before and 
long after the specialized demands of marriage and parenting (and of sexual desire) 
have had their say in our lives. And we continue first and foremost to be variously 
gifted members of “one body”—the church—even during the years when we are “one 
flesh” in marriage.183 
 
“While contemporary Christians tend to equate morality with sexual ethics, our 
ancestors defined morality as welcoming the stranger,” writes Diana Butler Bass, “To ancient 
Christians, hospitality was a virtue, part of the love of neighbor and fundamental to being a 
person of the way, . . .the unanimous witness of the ancient fathers and mothers was that 
hospitality was the primary Christian virtue.”184 
 
New Creation Moments 
“I have given them the glory you gave to me, 
that they may be one as we are one” (John 17:20-22). 
 
During a recent dialog regarding this pericope, friend and theologian Clyde Vernon 
Hartline III, asked a question central to this study, “What if the Bible, in its entirety, is about 
God's presence, and the subsequent outcome in relationship to identity?” Hartline goes on to 
answer his question by stating, “Transformation can only take place when we willingly 
receive our identity as daughters and sons in relationship to God, no longer fractured 	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individuals—naked, ashamed, afraid and ‘hiding in the bushes.’” 
This new reality of unity in diversity is the new act of creation.185 It is one wherein 
we each have a place at the family table. According to Conniry, “What we see here is an 
exclamation without a subject: Therefore, . . . a new creation! Meaning everything around 
the church is being made new. This world no longer corrupts us, it is now a place filled with 
opportunity!” 
Contrary to the widely held Western understanding of Christ’s saving work as an 
individualized paradigm, we learned that redemption and life transformation is not merely a 
private affair, but rather takes place within and involves the community. While sin fragments 
us, separates us, and sentences us to solitary confinement, the Gospel restores us, unites us, 
and sets us in community. A personal relationship with Jesus is highly personal, yes, but 
never individual: there is always a family, a tribe, a nation—a Church.  
The Gospel immediately sets us into community. Once we cross the line of faith in 
Jesus Christ, one of the very first changes is a grammatical one: ‘I’ becomes ‘we,’ ‘my’ 
becomes ‘our,’ and ‘me’ becomes ‘us.’ The biblical model is always challenging our 
privatism and individualism (Gen. 2:18; Heb. 10:23-25; Matt. 6:9-13; Mark 12:31; Gal. 6:2). 
The Gospel of Jesus Christ isn’t just for individuals, but for a people—every time.186 
 “Practice hospitality,” instructs Paul in Romans 12:13. This two-word sentence ‘of 
action’ is the mission of being Christ’s salvation in the world. Christ, “whose actions were as 
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authoritative and as much a revelation of God as what he said and taught,”187 demand that his 
true followers move constantly toward hospitality, moving outside comfort zones, being the 
temple, creating space for the presence of Christ to be recognized while inviting the other in, 
no matter where we are.188 Shane Claiborne stuns us with his uncompromising move toward 
the marginalized and his prophetic voice back across the distance from where he lives to the 
church disallowing us to continue treating Christ’s words as metaphor. He writes, 
We can admire and worship Jesus without doing what he did. We can applaud what 
he preached and stood for without caring about the same things. We can adore his 
cross without taking up ours. I had come to see that the great tragedy of the church is 
not that rich Christians do not care about the poor but that rich Christians do not know 
the poor.189  
 
Silence in the story of the adulterous woman gives us pause to consider her 
oppression, but it may also be an opportunity to realize that all the disappointing details of 
her life were quieted in the presence of Jesus. May our excuses, blame, and inhibition be so 
silenced so that only Christ’s words and posture will be heard. Jesus said, “But when you 
give a banquet, invite the poor, the crippled, the lame, the blind, and you will be blessed, 
because they cannot repay you” (Luke 14:12-13). “Observe, the hospitality here spoken of,” 
preached John Chrysostom, “is not merely a friendly reception, but one given with zeal and 
alacrity, with readiness, as going about it as if one were receiving Christ himself.” From what 
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historians can gather, hospitality––not martyrdom––served as the main motivator for 
conversions.190  
Come, you who are blessed by my Father; take your inheritance, the Kingdom 
prepared for you since the creation of the world. For I was hungry and you gave me 
something to eat, I was thirsty and you gave me something to drink, I was a stranger 
and you invited me in, I needed clothes and you clothed me, I was sick and you 
looked after me, I was in prison and you came to visit me.191 
 
This is our story. When we live as we are loved, we know as we are known and everyone has 
a place to call home. 
 
Conclusion 
 
Ultimately our identity as the Bride of Christ was that of the adulterous woman on the 
floor of the temple courtyard. Jesus has re-enacted again God’s ancient message to us once 
more, “Your sins are forgiven, go (!) and leave your life of sin…go be my glory.” In a flash 
of discovery—“a flash of mystery”—as Chuck Conniry would say, she realizes that she and 
everything around her is becoming new. In these moments when God’s glory penetrates our 
darkness we see his kingdom coming. He is closer than our very breath. We need no longer 
continue in shame, but can step into the radical transforming center of unity and glory and 
become Christ tabernacled in the world. We are given a pen and asked to write a new song, a 
new chapter with his voice singing in our ears. We hear and respond, shema. By discovering 
oneself as the beloved, accepted, empowered and sent in unity—in his glory—we awaken to 
God’s unrelenting compassion for his sons and daughters to come home to himself and his 
coming Kingdom that they to might know “this glory you gave me.” 
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SECTION 5 
THE PROJECT 
“Before the theologian there was the storyteller,” writes Ray S. Anderson in the 
opening line of his seminal work, The Shape of Practical Theology. “What makes theology 
practical is not the fitting of orthopedic devices to theoretical concepts in order to make them 
walk. Rather, theology occurs as a divine partner joins us on our walk, stimulating our 
reflection and inspiring us to recognize the living Word, as happened to the two walking on 
the road to Emmaus on the first Easter (Lk 24:13-35)…. If it was important to know and 
believe that God is omnipresent—that he is everywhere present—one could readily assent, 
but what one really longed for was to discover God present in the small space of one’s 
personal life.”192 
In the spirit of Anderson’s practical theology, my ultimate goal is not only to 
recognize “the living Word” in my own story, but to encourage others’ awareness of this 
divine walking partner while writing and telling their stories. Vinita Hampton-Wright calls 
this “creative formation.” It is a journey of spiritual formation—a process of discovering 
God’s presence in the small space of our lives—through the arts. I have already led many 
down this road without having done so myself. The artifact is my commitment to lead by 
example. I have, therefore, embarked on the often-terrifying exercise of retracing one’s path 
with its pitfalls and disappointments. Remembering has been laborious and difficult, but I too 
am overwhelmed at God's profound presence at every turn.  
My broad intent for the creative work (specifically the choice of memoir) is to 
demonstrate the journey of spiritual formation/identity development and redemption, which 
takes place while finding Christ in one's personal story. As such, the artifact is an expansion 	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
192 Anderson, 11-12. 
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or continuation of the first academic work centering on the woman in John 8. We are 
reminded of Buechner’s rendition of the Apostle Paul, “‘All have sinned’…which is another 
way of saying all are human…all of us are adulterers, if not of the flesh, than certainly of the 
spirit.”193 I too have suffered at the hands of abusive and self-righteous church leaders. I have 
stood condemned…and I have held rocks. No one is immune. My experience also happens to 
include gender marginalization and I remain hopeful for reconciliation and mutuality within 
the Bride of Christ as previously described. The good news is that God’s perfect and holy 
love never fails. Those who survive and go on in spite of human brokenness do so because 
the flame of our desire is lit and relit again by Jesus who loves perfectly. Christ’s redemption 
manages to penetrate even the most abusive religious experiences. I share my personal story 
first to remember and then to show that God is bigger than the prisons that limit the 
definitions we place on ourselves and others. 
It is important to note that while some memoir written in this fashion, does in fact, 
eventually make its way to being published, such intimate memories and reflections must 
initially be written “with the door closed,” in the sanctuary of trusted friends and advisors, 
not for the purpose of being sold. In keeping with this project’s guidelines I have prepared a 
book proposal to market it some day in the near future, but for now I am still in the brooding 
dark of its creation. 
Description 
I present here the first 25,000 words of memoir. The final product will be a work of 
creative nonfiction at approximately 50,000 words intended for publication. This book’s 
audience happens to the largest buying sector in America, women aged 30 to 65.  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
193 Frederick Buechner, Telling the Truth: The Gospel as Tragedy, Comedy, and Fairy Tale, (New 
York: Harper Collins, 1977), 3. 
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Rationale 1 (individual)  
Storytelling is timeless and especially effective in our contemporary society. Here 
readers who may have been marginalized or resist the Church can discover his/her own soul 
while sharing the author’s journey. My hope is that readers will find their identity as God’s 
beloved ones and dare once again to find restoration and hope together within the Body of 
Christ.  
“When we enter our personal story, we embark on an odyssey of reconciliation, of 
reclaiming more of who we truly are, the selves that are dark and light, redeemed and 
unredeemed,” writes Sue Monk Kidd, author of First Light. Rather than merely professing 
what we believe in dogmas and propositions, we are allowed to draw on the power of 
metaphor to express our faith.194 The word story actually means, “to know.” In the act of 
creating story there is always an event of coming to know. God surprises us with glimpses 
and truths we did not grasp until we try to tell the story. As we shape the experience, an 
“aha!” emerges, a revelation. 
Rationale 2 (corporate)  
Storytelling provides universal truths for group dialog. We understand how often the 
North American church misses the mark of sharing community with the marginalized, but the 
truth of the matter is found by asking, which of us doesn’t struggle with some form of 
universal loneliness and loss of identity as God’s beloved? In a very real sense, we are all 
marginalized until we find community in Christ Jesus. I am more convinced of this now than 
ever before.  
Our understanding of God is colored by not only our taught beliefs at church, but also 
from society and learned from infancy at home. The concept of biblical equality was alien to 	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
194 Sue Monk Kidd, First Light (New York: Penguin, 2007), 13-21. 
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my fundamentalist church teachings, but was demonstrated in my home. It was a double 
standard that was confusing, but ultimately in my favor. Gender mutuality and 
complimentarity is the foundation of our identity in Christ and our perceived image of God. 
When, in contrast, the women of the Bible and one’s culture remain strangely silent and 
unseen, it should be no surprise to discover a growing contempt for both women and the 
Church. Deep and lasting change is difficult to attain.   
“What is it that transforms our lives?” Derry Long asked one day at a round table 
meeting while contemplating what it meant for our local church to birth and sustain ongoing 
transformative culture. Derry was pursuing his own doctorate after serving in lead positions 
of ministry for over thirty years. Looking back and seeing minimal spiritual growth in his 
followers, he became so discouraged that he’d reached a crisis point. Indeed, what would 
ongoing transformation look like for the affluent, achiever-oriented (then) male-dominated 
ministerial staff of a fast-growing mega church? I blundered and poked around and tried to 
define what had formed my limited practical theology. I didn’t know how to share my story. I 
was stumped. 
Pondering Derry’s question, I went away silent and bothered. I discovered that for 
myself and many others salvation is what I describe as a herky-jerky trek. Each growth spurt 
or personal transformation is marked by a newfound discovery of Christ’s overwhelming 
love for me in spite of all the other messages making claim on my identity. I am most 
changed when after imagining Christ’s actions and posture toward those characters in 
scripture, I recognize those familiar actions and postures in one who chooses to befriend me. 
For me, empowerment and healing has most often come when Christ’s gestures have been 
extended to me through safe and compassionate men. We get to see how Jesus lived life 
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(Dallas Willard) “there and then” and how he lives with us “here and now” in New Creation 
moments of our ordinary days. This is my story of being set free; it is when I am most sure of 
who I am. In the words of Richard Rohr, I am stretched and troubled—and transformed—
when I meet Jesus in “people who either love very well or who suffer very much around the 
edges.”195  
Gender reconciliation is a thread weaving throughout the pages of my life. Though I 
like to forget about how far we still have to go in thwarting sexual oppression, these issues 
remain; we must be mindful and intentional about creating a safe and welcoming place for 
one another. Without condoning sin, we reach past it to the heart of one Jesus finds 
immensely valuable. We stretch out our hands with hope of spiritual healing, renewal and 
growth for them and us. I am the marginalized, and most likely you are too in one way or 
another. After all we are the Church, battered and bruised but still with a glorious reflection.  
Jesus’ gentleness toward women and men is his life in a parable toward his bride. 
When he returns for her without spot or wrinkle, he will see her through his eternal eyes. My 
prayer is that my theology will be powered with the living Word among us, when all else 
looks dangerously dim. That I will see his Bride’s ravishing beauty through his eyes too, 
especially when hope appears dangerously dim. May I daily acknowledge my own blindness 
to the glorious work of Christ and ask for new eyes to see. Paul Tillich wrote, “We want only 
to show you something we have seen and to tell you something we have heard . . . that here 
and there in the world and now and then in ourselves is a New Creation.”196 
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
195 Rohr, 14, italics mine. 
  
196 Paul Tillich, The New Being. Frederick Buechner is credited for bringing this beautiful quote to my 
attention as he centers his memoir, Now and Then on these words spoken by Paul Tillich, Buechner’s professor 
at Union Theology. 
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SECTION 6 
 
PROJECT SPECIFICATION/Book Proposal 
 
Who Will Teach Her Dance? 
a memoir 
 
 
OVERVIEW 
If the night hadn’t been so black I would have seen my breath like a puff of smoke; so void 
of sound or sanctuary was my sister’s attic bedroom that night. The saggy double bed that 
usually brought comfort, offered none. My arms and legs were stiff from fear rather than 
cold. Body heat provided more warmth than the heavy quilts so I burrowed deeper, closer, 
trying to find refuge against the flannelled backside of my sister who after ten years of life 
was every bit a mother to me as the woman who had delivered us both.  
“Why did we choose to stand with Satan?” I whispered into the darkness. 
“Hush now and go to sleep,” she said.  
We hadn’t knelt for prayers and sleep was not an escape I could choose at my own 
bidding. I was keenly aware of natural and the supernatural powers at play, warring with one 
another. How the sun’s powerful force gives life or bleeds it away during the day and 
abandons the night. One is left small and alone against the cold expanse of skies so black that 
the stars, those brightly lit ancient portals to the heavens, weigh heavy and ominous nearly 
touching the earth. I wondered about God and Satan and angels and how they came and went, 
and where little girls fit into the scheme of things.  
 
*     *    * 
With a childhood reminiscent of the Poisonwood Bible, I grew up in a pioneer church 
on an Indian reservation, which proved to be our primary lens to the outside world. My 
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parents were not missionaries, but rather sharecroppers who farmed Native American land. 
We were simple, honest folk set far apart by our fundamentalism, safe from the influence of 
witchcraft and sinners, though never far from the wrath of God. The pulpit was our primary 
source of media, which kept us safe from the lure of the evil and corruption pouring forth 
from newspapers, radio, and God help us, television. If only it had kept us safe from one 
another. 
Albert Camus, the French Nobel Laureate said, “A person’s life purpose is nothing 
more than to rediscover, through the detours of art, or love, or passionate work, those one or 
two images in the presence of which his [her] heart first opened.” Who Will Teach Her to 
Dance is a collection of short writings, a searching and a finding of this image. 
But it's more than that.  
Dance gently peels back the bandages covering our collective feminine wound to 
examine the perfect conundrum that is The Bride of Christ. It pours a balm of healing on our 
age-old, self-inflicted suffering and offers a remedy of hope. For, “…it was granted her to 
clothe herself in fine linen, bright and pure—for the fine linen is the righteous deeds of the 
saints” (Rev. 19:8).  
 
MARKET OVERVIEW 
Dance is a 50,000 word memoir culminating from a lifetime of patriarchy that wreaked 
havoc upon the life of a little girl growing up in the clutches of a rigid lowly-worm theology; 
a little girl whose heart longed for intimacy with God but was denied access by a subculture 
whose men would not discuss theology or doctrine with a woman. This is just the beginning 
of the story, the dark soil wherein the root of Christ’s love took hold. Written in narrative 
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voice, its underlying message answers the question so many of us have asked: “How am I 
supposed to believe that I am Christ’s beloved when I’ve been told that I’m a temptress, the 
daughter of Eve? When I’ve been treated like I was nothing more? Exactly which part of the 
‘Good News’ is good for me?” 
 This work is for any woman who has come to believe she is on the bottom rung of the 
ladder of God’s love: young women who buy into a male-dominated media, falling hook, 
line, and sinker into their “roles” as silent or sexual objects; middle-aged women, exhausted 
and depleted from self-sacrifice or self-loathing, which she has been told are God’s 
expectations of her; and women in their golden years who live in lament that they stand in 
the abyss between what they are and what they could have been.  
 But this work is not merely for women. There is another very important group that 
Christ cherishes that is always diminished by the marginalization of women and a 
minimalizing patriarchal culture: men. No longer “the standard from which women deviate,” 
(Sue Monk Kidd) men will be faced with new and fresh ways to love and to cherish, and to 
be loved and cherished together with their counterparts while following more wonderfully 
than ever the example of Christ—who teaches us to value equally and defend each and every 
human as a precious reflection of God’s image.  
As this memoir unfolds, readers will be able to reevaluate their paradigms and hold 
them up to the light of a Savior who delights in us, whose banner over us is love. We will  
“… throw off everything that hinders and the sin that so easily entangles, and run with 
perseverance the race marked out for us” (Heb. 12:1). 
Who Will Teach Her to Dance could not be more timely. The world clearly heard the 
announcement from various news sources, among them the LA Times and Fox News that 
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Anne Rice, who converted from atheism and had been a Christian for ten years, “quit” being 
a Christian. Her rejection of Christ’s Bride reverberated around the globe.  
David Kinnaman and the Barna Group have published research data over the past 
decade that reveals what Anne Rice verbalized and most of us have readily guessed: the 
church has an image problem. This study showed that Christians, en masse, have garnered 
the reputation of being hypocritical, anti-gay, sheltered, judgmental, too political, and 
friendly only with those who might be converted. What about those of us who readily confess 
that these allegations are spot on, but who don’t necessarily want to bail on our faith?  
The Church’s image problem isn’t as simple as what is seen by the world, but rather 
how she sees herself. A misunderstanding of glory and unity abounds in the Western culture 
and the Church today. Because we are to live in this world, but are not of it, we ascribe to a 
rule of being, of identity, far different than those around us. We’ve been given a Great 
Commission, intended to be the expression of our truest reality; yet we constantly forget who 
we are.  
As it stands now, the Bride believes the vicious rumors about her and has acted badly 
simply as a result of not knowing who she is to God. The fallout from the self-fulfilling 
prophecies handed down to her throughout history has been devastating to her reputation. 
She does not love well insomuch as she has not understood and embraced the true love of her 
Groom. 
If the North American Church has failed to love our neighbors (those we have 
determined are not “us”), it is largely due to our own misplaced identity and purpose. This 
means that even our love, such that it is, is broken. “Love is rarely any better than the lover,” 
writes Renita Weems. In our stance against sin, we have missed the Good News that when 
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we, Jesus’ body are bound together in unity with Christ—the embodiment of Perfect Love—
we are his glory, his love, his compassion. 
Truly, we are as baffled as Carlo Carretto who exposed the Bride’s maddening 
juxtaposition. Surely, she is exasperatingly devoted to her own obscurity, yet we find nothing 
on this earth more pure than she. Compromised, yet generous. False while, concurrently, 
beautiful. We have all wanted to shut the doors of our souls in her face—and some have. Yet 
something within us still longs to die in the safety of her arms, hoping that those who are lost 
and hurting can be there too. Carretto’s question is both hopeful and haunting: Where else 
should we go? 
Who Will Teach Her to Dance suggests that when we, Christ’s Bride, finally accept 
the love of our Groom, our Dayspring, our Deliverer, we are no longer obscure, 
compromised and false; rather we are pure, generous and beautiful, light and salt, with the oil 
of our love burning faithfully in our lamps while we go gladly about his business, living now 
in his coming kingdom, and anxiously anticipating his arrival. 
 
AUTHOR BIO & PLATFORM 
 
Donna K. Wallace is an international bestselling collaborative writer. Wallace has penned 
numerous books with accomplished speakers, physicians, therapists and celebrities, including 
The Creation Health Breakthrough with Dr. Monica Reed and her most recent New York 
Times bestseller, The Healthy Home with Wentz & Wentz, http://www.myhealthyhome.com/. 
Already a household name in the circles of the bestselling authors with whom, she’s 
collaborated, she will tap each of these markets, and will invite countless numbers of fond 
readers to find her already-familiar voice in a new genre.  
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Donna is published by: Time Warner New York (Center Street), WarnerFaith, 
Perseus Books/Vanguard Pub, NY; Thomas Nelson, Tyndale, Baker, and Bethany House. 
Writing resume available upon request.  
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MARKETING PLAN 
 Seth Godin, ten-time international bestseller, and most popular business blogger in the 
world doesn’t miss a beat between the releases of his signature-sized books. In Tribes, he 
speaks about how our human nature is to group together, connect to one another, a leader, 
and an idea:  
Human beings can’t help it: we need to belong. One of the most powerful of our survival 
mechanisms is to be part of a tribe, to contribute to (and take from) a group of like-
minded people. …We want to belong not to just one tribe, it turns out, but to many. And 
if you give us tools and make it easy, we’ll keep joining (3).  
 
This book will continue to build momentum and further the course already in motion with a 
strong web presence at DonnaKWallace.com. [At the time of this writing, the following stats 
are fictitious in number, but realistic in strategy and goal setting. The point is for concrete 
numbers resulting from what I can accomplish today (or as soon as this dissertation is 
submitted.)] 
• Within three months of launch, my blogs: Amazon Author Central, [list new ones] on 
[book topic] already attracts 5,000 unique visits per month. 
• Guest blogger at [list great blogs] which on average brings my site 10,000 new 
visitors each month. I have invitations to return, plus I’ve made contact with 10 other 
bloggers for future guest posts. Mommy Blogs are a force to be reckoned with and 
Donna is building lasting relationships with influential moms with large followings. 
• Am in contact with organizers at [XYZ] conferences, and have spoken at three events 
with in the past year, reaching 5,000 people in my target audience.  
• Was recently chosen to be one of ten TEDx Bozeman presenters for March 2012. 
[include website] Montana innovations…innovative solutions for the world. Building 
community involvement, support, and local/state-wide buzz with Podcasts, videos, 
mc’d by Tom Brokaw.  
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• Have experience as a local talk radio guest while discussing previous books with I’ve 
written. She is currently teaming with Classic Ink, a local media agency in Bozeman, 
MT and the highly profiled DG&B Advertising and Communications in Southern 
California. 
• Will invest 50 percent of the book advance on marketing and/or a publicist. 
• Book Signing Tour/Community Service Projects. Joining forces with bestselling 
author and BFF, Donna and Daisy are reaching women and children marginalized by 
poverty, abuse and domestic violence. Currently making plans for a multi-city tour, 
book clubs in each city will join forces with Donna and Daisy host events for women 
who have been brave enough to risk starting a new future.  
• Being a professional collaborator means that for fifteen years Donna has been 
perfecting the maximization of teamwork and Cross-promotion.  
• After several semesters of editing and befriending/guiding George Fox Seminary 
graduate and doctoral students, Donna’s reach across Christian faith traditions across 
the US is extensive.   
• Local support networks: Journey Church, one of the fastest growing churches in the 
US is partner and host of the Leadership Summit Network. 
• Donna is poised with the freedom and flexibility to market her product and continue 
writing. Her crossover appeal encompasses a varied and significant arc of personality 
and passion, making Donna America’s next best-selling franchise author.  
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COMPETITVE ANALYSIS 
 
Ian Morgan Cron. Jesus, My Father, the CIA, and Me; A Memoir of Sorts (Nashville: 
Thomas Nelson), 2011. 
 
In what proves to be a vivid story of a boy whose identity is found and lost and found 
again in the throes of the complexity of his Father, a man who struggled with alcoholism and 
harbored a secret career in the CIA. Ian Cron realizes as Donna has that the only way to find 
peace is to travel back through memories he’s worked hard all his life to forget. As he does, 
he finds a beautiful mosaic of God’s grace. Cron’s internal search is similar to Donna’s; they 
are two orphaned children who both arrive at the feet of Christ, but their two journeys are 
spectacularly unique in orientation and perspective.  
 
Enuma Okoro, Reluctant Pilgrim: a Moody, Somewhat Self-Indulgent Introvert’s Search 
for Spiritual Community (Nashville, Fresh Air Books), 2010. 
  
Deep in color and artistic passion, Okoro is a multi-cultural traveler and the woman 
Donna imagines she too wants to be. She too would love for her story to be one of finding 
God in art museums, street corners, cathedrals and girlfriends; and maybe someday it will. In 
the meantime, her memoir is that of a white girl reaching for authentic relationship in holy 
community God and others, and especially with women like Enuma Okoro.  
 
 
Barbara Brown Taylor, Leaving Church: A Memoir of Faith (HarperSanFrancisco, 
2007). 
 
 Barbara Brown has a beautiful, feminine voice through which she tells her narrative 
of what it means first and foremost to be human. She offers the timeless spiritual wisdom of 
finding, losing and keeping. Donna relates to Brown’s loss of faith in the church, but never 
with God. In stark contrast to Donna’s own, Leaving Church begins from the privileged 
position of having first been a clergywoman for twenty years; a story Donna only wishes she 
knew. Instead, she will relate with those young women who may have never even imagined 
serving Eucharist. 
 
Frederick Buechner, Telling Secrets: A Memoir (HarperSanFrancisco, 1991). 
 Who can compare one’s writing to that of the vivid poetic voice of Frederick 
Buechner? Donna includes him here because she, like any others who’ve read him, is 
profoundly impacted and inspired by his memoirs. She is dedicated to a lifetime of reaching 
for words to carry the weight, the beauty and the grace of Frederick Buechner’s.  
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TESTIMONIALS 
 
 
The Healthy Home (New York: Vanguard Press, 2011). – NYC Bestseller 
 
Many people can point to a single book and say, “This book changed the way I live!” 
And since reading The Healthy Home I have been changed for life. As a fitness 
professional, personal trainer, wife, and mother, it is my job to listen, learn, and adopt 
the best ways to improve the quality of my life, my family’s life, and my clients’ 
lives.  
– Kathy Kaehler, Celebrity Trainer 
 
Finding Ever After: A Romantic Adventure for Her, An Adventurous Romance for Him 
(Minneapolis: Bethany Books, 2007). 
 
I would like to extend an enormous thanks to my friend and collaborator, Donna 
Wallace, who truly stayed the course and from the start has kept a bright vision of 
Finding Ever After. Donna, you brought endless creativity and energy, as well as a 
crucial and much-needed feminine perspective; your meticulous care and attention to 
detail were impeccable. Thank you for your unwillingness to settle, for your patience 
with me, and your awesome sense of humor that allowed us to laugh, even when the 
going was tough. 
– Dr. Robert S. Paul, Author, co-president and CEO of the National Institute 
of Marriage. 
 
CREATION Health Breakthrough (New York: Hachette, 2007). 
Reading your manuscript was like putting on lotion after sitting in the sun for eight 
hours. This was one of the cleanest to cross my desk this year, and its accessibility in 
tone and content made an impression on me as well as others on our team. Great job, 
Donna – thanks for putting in the effort to make this a terrific read. 
– Chris Park, Senior Editor, Center Street, Hachette Book Group USA, 1271 
Avenue of the Americas, New York, NY 10020 
 
Donna, Donna, Donna—my collaborator and friend. It cannot be easy to climb into 
this head of mine and make the thoughts, the ideas, and the passion come to life. 
Somehow, you did it! I value your talent and your heart. For your creativity, your 
guidance, and your attention to detail, I thank you. 
– Monica Reed, M.D., Author, Senior Medical Officer of the largest admitting 
hospital in America, directing the daily operations of two thousand physicians 
at Florida Hospital in Orlando. www.creationhealth.com 
 
The DNA of Relationships for Couples (Carol Stream, IL: Tyndale), 2006. 
 
I've read many, many marriage books, but none has compared to the depth, wisdom, 
hope and authenticity of this book. Because of the expertly woven stories, I identified 
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with each couple's struggles. I cheered when they realized where they'd gotten off 
track and I cringed as I saw myself in their desperation. And through it all, I learned 
amazing truths about myself, my God, and my marriage. 
Everywhere I go, I hear about the impact of this book and the principles 
within. If you're struggling in your marriage, longing to see relational health, I highly 
recommend picking up a copy of this book. Dr. Bob Paul and Dr. Greg Smalley's 
proven and surprising insight will, if you let it, revolutionize the way you interact 
with and love your spouse. 
– Mary E. DeMuth, author, Watching The Tree Limbs 
 
Donna, I loved what you did with the MS. You handled the POV’s during the 
counseling sessions very well. The shifts feel natural and clear. Very well done! I also 
loved the new opening scene with Rodney waiting for Chelsea to come home! This is 
just what I had envisioned.  
– Kathy Olson, senior editor, Tyndale House Publishers 
(Nominated, CBA editor of the year award, 2007) 
 
Sister Freaks: Stories of Women Who Gave Everything Up for God, Rebecca St. James, 
ed. (New York: Warner Faith), 2005. 
 
I totally love this book. These true stories—of young women who are sold out to God 
and willing to take on whatever He calls them to—just blew me away. Besides 
actually making me cry, they also challenged me to look more deeply into my own 
life and calling. I seriously recommend this book to anyone who truly wants to serve 
God. Really, Sister Freaks is awesome! 
– Melody Carlson, author of Diary of a Teenage Girl 
 
What Your Doctor Doesn’t Know About Nutritional Medicine (Nashville: Thomas Nelson, 
2002). 
 
I want to give special thanks to my collaborator, Donna K. Wallace, whose wonderful 
talent and influence is seen throughout this book. Without her energy and guidance, 
this project would never have seen completion. 
 
Donna, I look forward to working with you again. It has truly been a delight. You are 
making this new adventure so nice. 
– Ray Strand, M.D., international bestselling author 
 
What Good is God?: Finding Faith and Hope In Troubled Times (Grand Rapids: Baker 
Books, 2002). 
 
Donna Wallace touches people. With passionate understanding and compassion, she 
impacts people of all ages with high energy and interactive story.  
 –Doug Herman, author 
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CHAPTER ABSTRACTS 
 
 
Chapter One: Hovering Dark – sample chapter 
Imagery of Donna’s early life begins on the banks of the Las Animas (the River of 
Lost Souls). Her family travels further down the tracks to The Old Hallowell Place, a farm 
with a spirit all its own, located on the border of an Indian reservation. Running parallel, if 
not front and center is a pioneer church set squarely on the border of the witch doctor’s 
property. Hers is a world defined by the paradox of dark and light: hell-fire-and-brimstone 
preaching, but also a mama whose graceful strength exorcized most evils. This chapter dares 
to pull the curtain back far enough for a good look at the curiosities of rural fundamentalism 
and a little girl who lived in its shadows.  
 
Chapter Two: Lover of Jesus (partial sample) 
Around the age of ten, Donna wanted to be a man. Men were the privileged ones who 
studied scripture and were anointed by God. Donna was baffled as why a good and loving 
God had left women and girls out of the story. Upon reaching junior high, she learned why. 
Eve. She also discovered a hidden source of power which she had not beforehand 
contemplated—breasts. Women without voice learn to play games and manipulate. After 
running away from home two weeks after high school, the author was sure of only one thing: 
She loved Jesus. When thrown into the deep end of Pentecostalism and its probable heresy, 
she would flounder with faith and one night awaken to another surprising discovery. 
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Chapter 3: Church Courtesan  
In spite of being shunned by her family as a heretic, Donna finds sanctuary and new 
life in the pages of the Gospel narrative and in the embrace of godly men at a seminary who 
welcome her to their table. The only problem is that she has become adept at being a 
dangerous beauty. Would she be Eve, the temptress, or a Victorian angel, silent and 
submissive? The internal battle rages on until one day she is offered a third choice. 
 
Chapter 4: “Woman, if you only knew…” 
Identity development for a child starts at conception and reaches across a couple 
decades. To unlearn a broken knowledge of self in her assigned roles and relearn one’s 
identity as God’s beloved may take time too. Healing is found in gender reconciliation 
beginning with acceptance, forgiveness and grace shown by bold men and women who 
embody Christ’s radical love. It is in Christian community that marginalized people find 
home and family, a legitimate place in the center of ushering in a new kingdom.  
 
Chapter 5: “Mary!...” “Master!...” 
Mary Magdalene, a follower of Jesus who had come to the garden of Christ’s tomb to 
mourn would instead have a surprise face-to-face encounter with her Savior and be the first 
to see the risen Christ. Jesus instructs the woman to tell the others. She runs proclaiming the 
good news. In spite of her culture, Jesus gave her a voice and a new identity. She too found 
her redeemed story and the radical embrace of Christ in the pages of the gospels. For this, she 
cannot be silent. 
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SAMPLE CHAPTERS 
 
See Appendix A 
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SECTION 07 
POSTSCRIPT 
Eternal God, it might take me an eternity to know you.  
Thank you that time is of little consequence to you.—Enuma Okoro197 
 
I arrive here at the Postscript as a student, not a scholar. I am wrestling with the fact 
that my two years of graduate school were focused on practical theology and sociology, at 
the cost of biblical study. I have not studied Greek or Hebrew and my knowledge of the Bible 
is one of great affection, but of little systematic analysis, a fact with which my committee has 
been ever so gracious to assist me. I have only scratched the surface of the following areas 
and hope to pursue further study in: kingdom theology, Trinitarian theology (intimacy), 
pneumatology, Christian feminist theology, and theology of beauty, among one hundred 
other things. I would also like to explore the oral traditions of women from other ethnic 
groups. For example, feminine voice is missing in our Western history books and proves 
difficult to find in our canon of Scripture, but what will we find in the East?  
A study such as this brings volumes of questions leading one to believe she has only 
begun the preface. I must confess that I don’t have enough theory or stats—and worst all, 
enough personal interaction—to justify writing a statement about the marginalized and how 
the church is not responding as it should. I can only point to a need and communicate what I 
know to do: love people. I want the Bible to come alive for me—in me—so that Christ is 
found in the pages of my story and in the stories of those whom I meet.  
I don’t know much about the homeless or what it means to be a single mother or one 
addicted to drugs, but I do know what it means to be a skeptic, longing to belong, and how it 	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  197	  Enuma Okoro, Reluctant Pilgrim; A Moody, Somewhat Self-Indulgent Introvert's Search for 
Spiritual Community (Nashville: Fresh Air Books, 2010), 43. 	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feels to ache for the chance to be inside the pastor’s study rather than at the ladies’ tea. I keep 
hoping that in time, maybe even within this lifetime, gender issues will recede into the 
forgotten past and men and women will be caught up together in the passion of bringing the 
Kingdom of God to this earth. I believe in our ability, together, of setting our sights on 
reaching and extending similar mercy to those who are not only on the margins, but seriously 
devastated, like children being sold in sex trafficking.  
How slowly humanity creeps toward glory.  
Our success in being spiritual leaders of multi-generations and the cultural 
implications accompanying them, hinges on the ability to find ourselves in the embrace, 
taking on the character—the Spirit—of the one offering the embrace. Only from there can we 
move with grace and awareness. Insecurity haunts every aspect of community and mission. 
How often do we meet ministers secure enough in who they are that whites embrace blacks, 
middle classes draw wisdom from the poor, the old befriend the young, and men respond 
without insecurity or anger toward women?  
Gender is only one angle from which to look. The words of Dorothy L. Sayers, in her 
book, Are Women Human?, written in 1938 from a woman’s perspective apply to any 
misunderstood group of people:  
I do not know what women as women want, but as human beings they want, my good 
man, exactly what you want: interesting occupation, reasonable freedom for their 
pleasures, and a sufficient emotional outlet. What form the occupations, the pleasures 
and the emotions may take depends entirely on the individual. You know that this is 
so with yourselves–why will you not believe that it is so with us? 
 
I celebrate with women who have been granted the immeasurable gift of a faith tradition that 
empowers them in their vocation and allows them a voice. I was not so fortunate, a fact that 
is complicated by the need to process thoughts out loud. I love to tell stories and teach; but 
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contrary to my family’s perception of a woman in ministry, I never tried to “knock a man out 
of his pulpit.” In fact, the opposite is true. After my kicking and screaming, “Yes!” to God’s 
call on my life, which came in the form of becoming a licensed minister, I actually looked 
more like Elijah, hiding out by a brook feeling destitute and alone. I went incognito, only 
speaking in small circles and teaching at the university level, secretly reveling in the fact that 
I was training young ministers. Then I started counseling ministers. Then I wrote with 
ministers; and I became the voice behind the voice. It was the best I knew to do. 
 
A New Yes 
This summer my husband, James, and I had the opportunity to retreat at The Convent 
with David and Jody Nixon in Cincinnati. A fun feature of that trip was being guests at a 
small gathering of fans for the Servant reunion concert, a band James had admired in the 
early 1980’s and whose lead singers were also are dear friends of the Nixons. Prior to the 
show, a woman seated behind me asked how I happened to be there. I explained the 
connection, that Dave was the spiritual director of our program at George Fox. Soon, she and 
I were discussing how remarkable the Quakers are at discernment and how they ruminate or 
muse over a decision similar to how God “brooded” over the waters at the time of creation. 
“This brooding for the Quakers is not to arrive at a yes or no,” she explained, “but rather to 
allow an idea to come to its fullness of being….” The music started just then and in the 
humid summer night air of an old church-turned-concert-hall, we “rocked out.” The woman’s 
words sat heavily on my soul while I clapped and sang along, fanning my face in the humid 
dark, with a grocery list from inside my purse.  
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The next day at The Convent,198 I sat in the hush of early morning with the rare gift of 
clear blue sky. I prayed the psalms and fell in love again with the sound and weight of 
silence. My gaze was fixed just beyond the reach of an old Cottonwood tree on a rosette of 
stained glass cathedral windows. Feeling quite like I was in the pages of a Howatch novel, I 
marveled at the antithesis to the previous night; all was bright and still. 
 I opened a book of poetry from a shelf there by the window and these, a counterpoint 
to the melody of silence, were the first words I read:  
A certain day became a presence to me; 
there it was, confronting me—a sky, air, light: 
a being. And before it started to descend 
from the height of noon, it leaned over 
and struck my shoulder as if with 
The flat of a sword, granting me 
honor and a task. The day’s blow 
rang out, metallic—or it was I, a bell awakened, 
and what I heard was my whole self 
saying and singing what it knew: I can. 
--Denise Levertov199 
 
I had been asking God, “What now?” I found nothing remotely interesting or 
redemptive about my story. Perhaps I had been mistaken in thinking that it could in any way 
be of help to another person. 
I was being granted an honor and a task. One no more exclusive or worthy of praise 
than any other, but what if Levertov hadn’t lent her voice to the world? What if the artist of 
that stained glass window had refused the task? It was then that I knew this brooding of God 
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
198 See http://sustainablefaith.com/about/location (accessed October 26, 2011). 
 
199 Denise Levertov, “Variation on a theme by Rilke,” Breathing Water (New York: New Directions, 
1987), 3. 
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during Creation was so like the dark of the womb, allowing God’s design for His Kingdom to 
come to its fullness of being in me…in us. 
Finding our inner story in the embrace of the Father, and extending it to others is 
what we might consider the story arc of our identity as the Beloved Ones. This act of self-
knowing “allows each of us to enter the tension between memory and hope.”200 It is during 
this remembering of the past wedded with an envisioning of the future that we pray the 
Lord’s Prayer. David Nixon taught us to pray the words, “Erase our debts as we erase the 
debts of others.” This was at the core of my task. I have since come to understand erasing 
debts as offering new levels of human grace, wisdom, and transformation even in the midst 
of our own legalism and self-doubt. Richard Rohr sums up my dawning epiphany in one line, 
“Only when we rest in God can we find the safety, the spaciousness, and the scary freedom 
to be who we are, all that we are, more than we are, and less than we are.”201 In my mind’s 
eye, I’m certain I saw the face of Frank Green nodding his approval.  
 
What’s In the Drawer? 
After writing collaboratively with celebrity authors, I’ve learned that when the author 
and I finally make a connect with the editor of a big publishing house, he or she will no 
sooner say hello, then, “What else do you have in the drawer?” What this means is, “We see 
that you can write (and have strong marketability) and want to know what else you have that 
you have not yet offered us here.” In this case, it behooves an author to have several more 
outlines and theses for upcoming works at the ready.  
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
200 Sue Monk Kidd, First Light. 
 
201 Richard Rohr, Everything Belongs, 26. 
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I have always felt that what is tucked away in the drawer, what I’ve held back, is not 
for sale. It is the precious, shy, part of my soul that hasn’t been ready for the light. It is this 
part of self that like Adam, is still waiting to be formed in the hands of our Creator—still 
waiting for God’s breath. 
Only recently, after finding sacred space, have I dared to take unseen drafts out of the 
drawer and allowed the words to form into “their fullness of being”. In the shaping of this 
story I have discovered God’s handiwork, not only in me, but in countless others. I am more 
in love with His beautiful creation than ever before. What is finally becoming clear is that in 
order to discover God in the affairs of others as well as our own lives, we must not deny, 
seek to escape, or suppress any of life’s experiences as they confront us long the way; and we 
are to share them.  
Familiar are the famed words of Dietrich Bonhoeffer’s to the spiritual leader, “The 
Christian needs another Christian who speaks God’s Word in him [her]…The Christ in his 
own heart is weaker than the Christ in the word of his brother; his own heart is uncertain, his 
brother’s is sure.”202 Yet, how many of us find ourselves traveling alone? Conversations such 
as Bonhoeffer describes require time and a place set apart where we can gather to share the 
movements and narrative of God in our lives. His directive stands in much-needed opposition 
to the solitary life of an author. 
Our forty days in Cannon Beach became that for me. Rather than signing up for 
classes to acquire more knowledge, we in the Doctor of Ministry programs at Fox are given 
the rare and precious gift of gathering to listen together. In my mind’s eye I cherish moments 
of the strolling dialog kind of prayer/story while watching CV’s worship in the waves, 	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
202 Dietrich Bonhoeffer, Life Together (New York: Harper & Brothers, 1954), 23. 
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K’Lynne’s energy after an early run through the pre-dawn mist; Rodney’s jolly laugh and his 
unshakable generosity in the midst of pain; Merrie’s daily prayer being offered up behind the 
lens of a camera; Laurie laying hands on our heads and blessing us as well with her wisdom, 
candor and comfy Caddy; Jerilyn’s peppy posture changing to one so quiet and still when her 
head was bowed in prayer that we knew we’d been transported into the presence of God. I 
was restored with laughter, unapologetic suffering, and confession. David’s hospitality 
brought grace and peace in a troubled and stormy chapter of my own life and changed the 
tide.  
We had the privilege of being in an auspicious place, a thin place, where heaven 
meets the earth and landscapes change. Haystack rock is a monument of that transitional 
chapter wherein we came from being disillusioned and became even more so; where we 
shouted into deafening wind and had our tears mingled with the salty sea; our souls tossed 
about with the waves, and renewed again by one another and a chance ray of light. And we 
were never alone. With each member of Via Spiritus, we share this common story. The staff 
blessed us. Professors and advisors were kind and attentive, lending to our rest, and healing. 
Yes, sometimes only after demanding a painful stretch. In and through it all, Chuck 
Conniry’s visible and unwavering adoration of Christ’s Bride took hold of me and won’t let 
me go.  
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APPENDIX A 
ARTIFACT 
Who Will Teach Her to Dance? 
 
 
 
 
 
Thou hast said, “Seek ye my face.”  
My heart says to thee, 
“Thy face, LORD, do I seek.” 
Hide not thy face from me.  
Psalm 27:8-9 (KJV) 
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Hovering Dark 
 
Night is the mother of the Day, 
The Winter of the Spring, 
And ever upon old Decay, 
The greenest mosses cling. 
--John Greenleaf Whittier 
 
 
 
If the night hadn’t been so black I would have seen my breath like a puff of smoke; so void 
of sound or sanctuary was my sister’s attic bedroom that night. The saggy double bed that 
usually brought comfort, offered none. My arms and legs were stiff from fear rather than 
cold. Body heat provided more warmth than the heavy quilts so I burrowed deeper, closer, 
trying to find refuge against the flannelled backside of my older sister. Deb, after twelve 
years of life was every bit a mother to me as the woman who had delivered us both.  
“Why did we choose to stand with Satan?” I whispered into the darkness. 
I nestled closer to Deb named after the woman in the Bible, Deborah, who on account 
of no male leaders ‘manning up’ for the battle before them, fearlessly led armies and 
smashed the Lord’s enemies to smithereens. If anyone other than Mama dare call my sis by 
her real name, they’d be smithereens! Waiting for an answer, I hoped Deb would have an 
idea of the punishment we were sure to face for our disobedience. 
“Hush now and go to sleep,” she said.   
We hadn’t knelt for prayers before climbing into bed. I wanted to ask Deb about this 
too, but she seemed out of sorts. When silence is as close as your next breath, you learn to 
steer through it or traverse all the way across, if need be. When our parents got silent, Deb, 
who was the oldest of us three kids, stood boldly at the helm. My little brother and I fell in 
step with her marching orders. If she didn’t want to pray, we wouldn’t pray. If she saw the 
need to be silent too, that meant I was entirely on my own for getting answers. I was quiet on 
the outside, but my need to know “why” made my head feel like a beehive inside. The 
evening’s previous activities made no sense. I squeezed my eyes tight and being careful to 
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only move my lips, tried to recite Ephesians 6, a passage we learned that summer at Junior 
Bible camp about standing firm in the evil day.  
Too many images were bombarding my brain to concentrate on the Word of God 
hidden in my heart. Sleep was not a safe escape from my sudden awareness of unseen powers 
warring in the heavens, on the earth and the vastness in between. “…For we wrestle not 
against flesh and blood, but against principalities, against powers, against rulers of the 
darkness of this world….” I thought about the sun’s powerful force, which either gives life or 
bleeds it away during the day and abandons the night. Even with Deb beside me, I was small 
and alone against the cold expanse of skies so black that the stars, those brightly lit ancient 
portals to the heavens, weighed heavy and ominous nearly touching the earth. I wondered 
about God and Satan and angels; how they came and went…and where little girls fit into the 
scheme of things, especially those who might have been cajoled into standing on the wrong 
side. 
I lay awake long into the night, wrestling with questions I dared not ask out loud. In 
our fundamentalist church, set squarely in the four corners area where Arizona, Colorado, 
Utah and New Mexico met, I’d landed in trouble more than once for pointing out 
inconsistencies between our beliefs and behaviors. The same awesome God who created 
eagles that beat their wings against the thin, cloudless air also demanded that we take an 
unwavering stance in the battle against Satan’s schemes.  
Mom and Dad were simple honest folks who farmed Native American land. They 
taught us how to work hard and to read the Scriptures. We needed little else. The pulpit was 
our primary source of media and we were reminded weekly that we were to be set apart from 
those who disregarded God’s Holy Word and as a result were on that slippery slope of back 
sliding. In no time at all, they’d be flirting with booze, harlots and heretics. I understood that 
our solitude kept us safe from the lure of the corruption pouring forth from newspapers, 
radio, and God help us, television. If only it had kept us safe from one another.  
 
*     *     * 
I’ve gotten ahead of myself. My dance with the devil actually began on a Tuesday, 
three years prior to that dark and fateful night. Daddy came home one afternoon after cutting 
fence posts with a giant of a man whose boots were so massive they must have weighed ten 
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pounds a piece. Wade Hallowell smiled a toothy grin at us from behind the steering wheel of 
his pickup while Daddy pulled his chainsaws and lunchbox out of the back. He paused by the 
truck’s open window. Wade said something and then gave a nod while pulling out of the 
driveway. Daddy set his gear down by the porch, the signal for Scottie the dog, my sister, 
brother and I to come running and cheering. His arrival was like celebrating a favorite uncle 
who’d stopped in for dinner. We flung the door wide open and helped with his lunchbox and 
belongings. He ambled in and mid-stride tickled Deb, tossed Rob onto the couch and tousled 
my hair. Our little black dog bounded around us too as Daddy made his way to the kitchen 
where Mama was peeling potatoes for dinner. Still in his dusty canvas pants, smelling of red 
cedar and gasoline, he did a change-ball-step-step, clicked together the heels of his steel-toed 
boots, grabbed Mama by the waist and spun her around. “You’re never gonna believe what I 
just found. Grab the kids, we need to take a drive!”  
While Daddy changed into his real clothes, we kids and Mama piled into the boxy 
white 70’s Plymouth station wagon. In the hot summer, its blue plastic seats left waffled 
imprints on our legs. We cranked down the windows, bounced up and down and took turns 
hanging over the front seat while we bumped down the Buck Highway to take a look at 
Daddy’s surprise. 
Mama wasn’t as excited. “What is all this about?” She asked rubbed her thumbnail 
across her bottom lip. 
More than once my daddy’s optimism had backfired or fizzled.  
Daddy just grinned, propped one arm in the open window. Not this time, he told 
Mama. He’d just been offered a ten-acre farm that was priced at the giveaway price of 
$27,000 for: a two-story house, a good sized garage, outbuildings, a granary, dairy barn, 
alfalfa fields that bordered a creek and running water ditches.  
Mama’s jaw was set in a hard line. My parents had just remodeled a charming 
bungalow on a tree-lined street in the quiet storybook town of Broomfield. Mama could walk 
her little children to a wee storybook school with our metal lunchboxes swinging at our sides. 
She finally had her pretty green house with giant purple and white lilac bushes. She was quite 
happy to forego any unnecessary adventure. Daddy’s boyhood dream of farming was 
clouding his vision; at least that’s what Mama said. We sped along to our destination ten 
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miles south, passing fertile alfalfa fields with grazing sheep and Black Angus cows. The 
sweet aroma of hay and earth was heady.  
Mama was thin, but Daddy gave her thigh a squeeze where there might otherwise 
have been something to grab onto. “Ten acres, Bobbie! We could get some livestock, our 
own cattle, grow a little hay and some grain to make ‘em fat.”  
Mama just stared straight ahead, and her silence made my mouth dry. I licked my 
lips. The wind whipped our hair around.  
According to Daddy, we were on our way to the Promised Land. “You can still visit 
your folks….”  
“Is the well dry?” My mother asked. I wanted to draped myself over the front seat to 
hear Daddy’s response over the noise of the wind, but sat up straight instead. 
Daddy sounded like a salesman. “Nope. The seller said there was running water.” 
He’d already called the place a “steal of a deal” more than once. 
The “steal of a deal” happened to be in a part of the country my mother had sworn she 
would never live: just a few miles south and east of the fertile valley we were driving 
through, and up over a hill about two miles in the wrong direction of a shabby town out on 
“the rez.” 
As he drove, Daddy filled us in on some details about the property. Old Man 
Hallowell had just died, he told us. Auctioneers were making ready for the estate sale and 
they weren’t wasting any time. From my place in the back seat, I listened as hard as I could. 
The whole deal had a hurry-up-or-else feel about it and the air inside the car crackled with 
urgency. 
Watching Daddy sell Mama on the idea, made my skin crawl with anxiety. Years 
later, I still didn’t quite understand what the rush was about. Didn’t my parents wonder why 
the Hallowell son and daughter-in-law weren’t interested in upgrading from their ghetto 
trailer house to the ten-acre farm just up the road? But back then, with the blind trust of a 
seven year old, I figured Daddy must be right—we’d better get it while the gettin’ was good! 
The car pulled to a slow stop on the steep decline down into a circular drive. Daddy 
turned the key off and paused, taking a precursory look around like he always did before 
getting out of the car. After being a logger and living out in nature and with wildlife, it was 
his second nature to assess the surrounding area before making a move. We kids, on the other 
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hand, had no such inclination. We bounced around in the back of the car, and asked a million 
questions. Could we get out now? Please?  
The whole idea of a farm was glorious to us kids. We didn’t see the mountains of 
trash, scrap iron, moldy stacks of hay infested with rodents or old machinery left so long that 
they had become one with the weeds of the landscape. The out buildings were adobe huts 
that had crumbled and become one with the earth.  
We were immune to the fact that the front yard was as bare and shriveled as an old 
potato. Kids don’t give any mind to details like the fact that the mud brick garage had one 
entire corner missing. Where Mama surveyed acres of rocky hillside covered in sagebrush, 
cactus and pinion trees; we saw endless adventure and a sledding hill.  
We waited for Daddy to get out first. Before he had time to hitch up his pants and 
saunter toward the auctioneers down at the barn, Deb whipped open her car door. “Come on 
then!” With my hand clutched in hers, we tumbled out all in one motion and she tugged me 
toward the adobe house without a backward glance.  
Giddy with excitement we knocked on the weathered front door and entered. With 
Deb in the lead, we sprinted from room to room and up the steep wooden staircase to the attic 
bedrooms before joining Mama and Little Robert in the living room. 
In a hurry to spruce up the inside of the farmhouse, the previous owners had 
apparently gotten a screaming deal on paint. I heard Mama say in a murmur, “They must 
have slopped over every square inch of this place…” The L-shaped living room was a painful 
shade of dark lime green. The former owner had painted over plaster, light switches and 
covers, electrical outlets and fixtures, curtain rods, doorknobs and anything else that was or 
wasn’t nailed down. It was as if somebody was trying to cover something up.  
“…But these hardwood floors have the potential of being lovely,” Mama said on our 
way out the back door.  
Mama was soon to discover that opposite the rocks and cactus, just beyond the 
rusting combine was an acre or so of alfalfa and it even had a little ditch running along its 
perimeter. We could count on Mama being able to find a gold mine in a cow patty. Plus, we 
were in the beautiful month of June. 
In a moment of weakness, Mama gave her go-ahead. With that, Daddy shook hands 
with a city slicker in polyester suit. He’d bought us a steal of a deal. 
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We sold Mama’s newly renovated bungalow in Broomfield to fortunate friends and 
packed up for the move that what would be my parents’ last. The Old Hallowell Place was 
crawling with anything that might creep or skitter, so Daddy started toting his gun and used it 
both inside and outside of the house. He’d line up his trophy kill of skunks, mice, raccoons, 
tarantula spiders, rattle snakes, you name it, on the back step like a cat before taking them out 
to be buried. The black widow spiders showed up just before we discovered the upstairs was 
unheated and the one small gas heat stove in the living room would not melt the ice on the 
inside of the windows. It was a cave complete with foot-thick mud walls, vermin and a 
noxious green haze. The well dried up by late August.  
We set to work cleaning up our new home, which proved to be an all-encompassing 
job that would stretch on for years. We roto-tilled, shoveled, raked, cleared out rubbish and 
built huge bon fires that lit up the black sky. Daddy hired a man with big yellow machinery 
to level the rumble-tumble down buildings that should have been removed decades before. 
Demanding everything we had from morning to night, the only breaks we took in the months 
that followed were hauling loads to the dump or making a quick trip into what the old timers 
refer to as a “one horse town”.  
The town of Igasho was a handful of earth-toned stucco or cinderblock buildings 
where the number of bars and liquor stores kept pace with the number of churches. There 
were no stoplights so a person could coast from one end of town to the other without 
touching the gas pedal. The drive through town was time for catching up on the local news 
and waving to locals. Coming from the north end, the town looked fairly impressive. First up 
was the Pachu`a, a hotel/restaurant which adorned its large metal sign with an Indian 
headdress.  
Tourists loved the teepee out front. Unlike other neighboring towns, the tribe had a 
swanky swimming pool too. This end of town, which was nicely landscaped with big trees 
and manicured grass, also included the tribal center, dormitories, the Bureau of Indian Affairs 
and the fire station. On the opposite side of the street from the fancier buildings was an odd 
little hut tucked into the side of a hill that belonged to the medicine man. My sister Deb 
begged to stop in, but Mama said no. 
Eventually we’d pal around with some of the neighbor kids, but for the first couple of 
years, we were too young and far too occupied with hauling firewood, building forts, and 
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discovering adventures to socialize much. Before the first winter was up, Daddy brought 
home a wood-burning potbelly stove and installed it in my parent’s bedroom so the pipe 
could vent out a window. If Mama wasn’t careful, she could stoke it so hot, the metal would 
turn red and just about melt everything in the room. The family spent many hours together in 
that room. It was then that we acquired a beautiful big picture book of the Bible. I spent 
hours looking at duplicated prints of oil paintings depicting the seven days of Creation; 
Satan’s fall from heaven; Abraham and Sarah’s journey, Moses and the tablets of stone, 
Solomon’s Temple and Jesus dying on the cross. We didn’t know we were missing out on 
more civilized entertainment. By the time we did, we would have the pietistic theology to 
justify our separated lifestyle. 
 
*     *     * 
Mama met Jesus just prior to dropping out of high school to marry my daddy. 
Classically trained in violin and well read in the classics, Mama especially loved the poetic 
beauty of hymns and Scripture. It was second nature for her to teach us to pray and love 
Jesus too. She sewed pretty clothes from Butterick patterns and wore her hair in a stylish 
French Twist cascading through a braid of her own hair. She was like having a big sister who 
loved Bible stories and playing house. She taught us about God’s patience with humanity, 
how to apply lipstick and cologne and to sing fun songs such as “Climb, Climb Up Sunshine 
Mountain” and “If You’re Saved and You Know Clap Your Hands.”  
We went to Vacation Bible School, better known as VBS at whichever church was 
offering one. There we listened to stories about Jesus illustrated on flannel graphs, how he 
loved the little children, especially the boy who gave his lunch away so Jesus could feed the 
multitudes. We learned about sin and that Jesus shed his blood to make us white as snow so 
we could walk on streets of gold in heaven when we die where we’ll live forever. All this 
was in the wordless books we made with pages of black, red, white and gold, sandwiched 
between covers of green. Each of us kids knelt and asked Jesus to come into our hearts, all 
before the age of five. 
Now that we lived on the Old Hallowell place, Mama didn’t play dress up as much 
and we didn’t go to VBS. So much time was spent outside on the farm. We kids had to help 
with the meals and chores. I could barely see over the blood-red linoleum counter top that 
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wrapped the entire perimeter of the large farm-sized kitchen. Deb and I had to stand on 
dining room chairs pushed up to the counter to do dishes. The height and color of the 
counter, as it turned out, was only one of its strange features.  
Deb came down with the bellyaches when she stepped foot in that kitchen. Especially 
when it was time to do dishes. One particular evening, Deb got started washing the plates, 
and the easy cups and most of the silverware; but when it came time to scrub the mixing 
bowls or pans, something came over her that bent her over at the waist with dramatic flare.  
“Ooh, my tummy hurts.” She yowled. “Must have been something I ate.”  
I rolled my eyes so Deb could see my displeasure. I plopped my bottom down on the 
counter with a dramatic thump. “You always say that.”  
“Uuhhh-oww, it’s really true this time.” 
Forever more. Twenty minutes later, I was still camped out waiting and the dishwater 
had long since turned murky. It was time to climb down, assert myself and plead through the 
slats of the two-sided wall heater separating the kitchen and bathroom that served as our 
intercom, “De-eb! Come on!” My fury reverberated through the metal slats. Silence. 
“…Please?” I whined, trying every tone I knew before turning to bribes. “I’ll let you 
have my pet rock if you come out.”   
“Which one?” 
“The really cute blue one…that I made with Sherry…with green fuzz for hair.” It was 
my favorite, but I could make another. 
“I need to think about it.” Her voice was tinny coming through the heater.  
I couldn’t imagine what she was doing, but she had stayed in there so long that I 
wanted to give up like all the other times when I drained the wash side, refilled it with hot 
soapy water and washed, rinsed and dried the dishes so I could go play. Not this time. 
“Whatever.” I scaled the drawers like a climbing wall, up onto the towering height of 
the red counter and began my exploration of the top most cupboards that wrapped the entire 
perimeter of the kitchen. I couldn’t imagine anyone being able to reach this high while 
standing on the floor; I got a bit dizzy if I dared to look down. Deb, who was still in asylum, 
had assured me that the Hallowells were from the long lineage of people who mated with 
angles before the flood. In fact, they were some of the last surviving giants.  
“Wouldn’t the flood have wiped them out?” I had asked. 
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“Donna Kaye, you can be impossible.” 
The cupboards were cavernous and chock full of interesting treasures. My 
imagination got the best of me and soon I was on a covert mission to discover artifacts for 
clues about the strange breed of people who had occupied this territory prior to our takeover.  
That’s when I found it: a handcrafted leather belt tucked in the small space between 
the top of the refrigerator and the cupboard above it. The word “Happy” was tooled into the 
leather. Happy?  
“Deb, if you don’t come out right now, I’m claiming what I just found as my own. 
Finders keepers!” 
The bathroom door lurched open. Deb had fully recuperated.  
As it turned out, the belt, long enough to wrap around the fridge, belonged to “Hap” 
Hallowell, the son of Old Man Hallowell. When Daddy told us about Hallowell’s son I 
remembered overhearing the city slicker in the polyester suit that first day we stopped in for a 
look at the property. He said, “Yeah, I know. It was tragic how ol’ Hap died.” I pictured Hap 
being buried in a piano crate, but might have gotten my stories mixed up.  
Mama refused to acknowledge strange stories, especially ones that sounded a bit 
shady. Yet, she didn’t let us play with that belt. It stayed right there on top of the refrigerator. 
Before long, it developed the reputation of being the perfect spanking belt, or at least the 
ideal psych-out maneuver when one of us kids was misbehaving. Without raising her voice, 
Mama would quietly ask, “Do you need to get Happy?” That was the cue to straighten up. I 
can’t vouch for my siblings, but her no-mess tone worked just fine for me. I never got 
spanked with the leather belt on top of the fridge. 
One day Deb was actually washing the dishes when we heard a squeak over by the 
stove. A mouse came skittering along the wall on Deb’s side of the sink. I stood frozen to my 
chair by the dish drainer, the damp drying towel frozen in mid-wipe of a dish. Deb was never 
afraid. I was always afraid.  
Maybe this little guy would run on past and find his way out the back door? Nope. He 
was determined to tempt fate. Here he came, rounding the corner behind the canisters of 
sugar, flour, and tea. He sat there for a while, his whiskers twitching before making a dash 
toward the sink spigot. His naked pink tail dragged behind, trailing through the butter dish. 
Quick as a flash, the Mighty Deborah, grabbed a butcher knife and pinned the furry creature 
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to the red linoleum counter. She jumped up and down on her chair in victory. My knees 
wobbled. Both the plate in my hand and I crashed to the floor before I was able to recover 
enough to and run away crying and calling for Mama.  
“Just like Hap,” Deb said in an ominous tone so quiet I almost didn’t hear her over 
the crickets singing in the night. We were lying in the big saggy bed that was left in the house 
because it was too heavy to move. It made us feel like a human taco. I had one arm locked 
over the side to keep me anchored in place. Deb had insisted that we leave the hall light on, 
so I was studying the sliver of gold etched across the wall, how the shapes and angles of the 
room slanted funny.  
“Huh?” My reverie was interrupted. 
“Did you see how his eyes bugged out? That mouse just sat there pinned to the 
counter with his eyes bugging out.” 
“No! That’s gross!” 
“I think that’s what happened to Hap.” 
“Deb, stop it.” 
“Things happen.”  
“What kinds of things?” I shivered knowing I shouldn’t ask. 
“Strange, unexplainable things. The kids at school say so.” Deb’s sixth grade friends 
seemed much older and wiser about the ways of the world than me and my friends were. 
Some of them even had their periods and French kissed. The school kids talked about voodoo 
and bizarre stories about curses and counter-curses being tossed around between old women 
in the area and the witch doctor who lived out on the other side of town.  
“You do know what happened to José Sanchez, don’t you.” Deb said as if it was old 
news. 
I had never even heard of José Sanchez, but I didn’t want her to know. “Um, yeah.” 
“He’s that kid two grades ahead of me who bit the dust…literally.”  
I was hooked. “So?” 
“The girls in my class say he was out working in a wide open field, when BAM!” 
My tummy hurt. “Did somebody shoot him? Was he trespassing?” I whispered.  
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She leaned up on her elbow and rolled to where her nose was just inches from my 
face. In the shadows cast from the hall light her eyes drilled into mine. She paused for 
dramatic effect. “Donna Kaye, he was crushed to death! Nothing around for miles.”  
No wonder Deb was all of a sudden afraid of the dark. 
Rumor had it that an old Mexican woman had cast a spell on the witch doctor, and 
that he had made no bones about catching it and recasting it on the old lady’s son. In rural 
areas, evil superstition and witchcraft was not hard to come by. Voodoo and black magic had 
a way of weaving its way in an around old traditions and burial grounds. We had both old 
tradition and burial grounds, and I was no longer sure on which side of the fence they might 
be found.  
“Mama won’t like this story,” I scolded as bravely as I could muster, pulling away 
from her gaze. A shiver raced up my back.  
“She’ll just deny it. But it’s true. And mark my words, something evil happened to ol’ 
Hap. It might have happened…in this…very…room. Why do you think the Hallowell’s were 
in such a hurry to get rid of this place?” 
Lack of factual data in our rural culture gave full license to fill in the gaps with 
colorful lore. With televisions being scarce, stories like this went viral within the span of a 
few hours by way of the grocery store, the gas station, whispered over the shared phone lines. 
Good Christian families like us didn’t indulge in TV or creepy stories and I was sure that 
Deb was crossing a line.  
When I asked Mama what she thought of my sister’s summary she assured me that 
there was no sense in giving the devil a chance of gaining a foothold. “We know that ‘greater 
is He that is in us than He that is in the world.’”  
Yes, but my innocence was cracked. I pictured Satan with his forked hooves falling 
out of heaven, his cape billowing out and slowing his descent in our big book of Bible 
stories. It was no longer just a children’s story.  
Mama didn’t deny that evil existed, but her confidence was every bit as convincing as 
Deb’s. In spite of my trepidation, I had no doubt that if what Deb said was true, our mother 
had quietly gotten into the ring with the Devil himself and exorcized our property of its evil, 
reforming it into a holy and sacred place.  
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Sometime later the story leaked as to why the Hallowell property came at such an 
irresistible price. It seems that Deb wasn’t that far off in her foreboding tales. Old Man 
Hallowell had, in fact, been experiencing very disturbing and ongoing paranormal activity; 
unexplainable apparitions, slamming doors, cold spots, invisible hands that clutched around 
the old man’s face. The final straw was when the hulking man got shoved down the staircase 
(the only passage to Deb’s and my bedrooms) by an invisible force, leaving him for dead.  
It was then that he hired Tiny Pearson, the self-pronounced witchdoctor, a filthy 
specimen of a human being with long gnarled hair jammed under a welder’s cap. His matted 
beard encroached his sunken eyes and hung down to his potbelly that protruded under 
disgusting bibbed overalls. Only one buckle was latched on the side so blackened skin and 
underwear was left exposed on the other. Old Man Hallowell commissioned him to come out 
and work some magic.  
Tiny Pearson, the very personification of evil, had driven out to the place in his rusted 
out panel van. It was the same van Deb pointed out to me several years later when we were 
waiting for Mama at the post office one day. It had as much primer as lingering white paint 
and had something furry dangling from the rearview mirror.  
Reliable sources said that Tiny Pearson and the leather voo-doo pouch that hung from 
around his neck was greatly feared after the José Sanchez debacle. Yet, on the night he was 
called out to the Hallowell Place, nothing he could conjure was enough to stop the demonic 
activity; it was so pervasive. Old Man Hallowell was in bad shape and vowed never to step 
foot on the property again. One day, his son, Wade Hallowell, was cutting cedar fence posts 
with my Daddy and suggested that he come on out and take a look at the place. What he had 
to offer was a steal of a deal. 
 
*     *     * 
Colorado sun warmed my cheek. A slight breeze with a Rocky Mountain nip was 
puffing the curtains out from the windowsill. With the pungent aroma of earth and spring 
filling the air, I opened my heavy eyelids and watched the dust particles dance in the bright 
sunbeam. I loved waking up so relaxed that my body felt like it had melted into the mattress 
while I slept. I never ever wanted to move again because this perfect position might be gone 
forever. This, my natural state of waking up, was becoming something of a memory.  
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Mama was down in the garden below my second story window. She had let the 
turkeys out to catch grasshoppers, the perfect protein for making turkeys grow fat for 
Thanksgiving. The underground stream would dry up before summer passed, but for now it 
trickled past the garden. Mama was humming and talking to her turkeys as they grazed along 
the ditch bank. They answered in contented gobbles.  
Mama’s singing fell in cadence with the tapping of her hammer. She was setting up 
the teepees made of willows for the green beans to climb. I felt a certain jealousy toward the 
garden; it demanded so much of Mama’s attention. Her hands would get bruised and 
calloused, rough as sandpaper; but she was unrelenting in her fight with the soil. The heavy 
red clay that turns brick hard when it dries was a challenge to which she refused to bow. 
Soon tendrils as tough as leather would twine their way up those bean poles. She didn’t 
separate her outside chores from mothering. Like her beans, my mother planted our seedling 
selves secure in the clay of Christianity, training and nudging us toward the sturdy poles of 
faith. Her children would wrap tiny tendrils of belief around the straight and narrow doctrine 
that would grow tough as rope, up toward God, producing much fruit.  
She knew how vulnerable little beans are to troublesome pests and beasts (namely 
cows that escape), heading straight for the garden, stomping big holes, ripping tender plants 
from the ground leaving them half eaten before going to the next.  
 
What Mama didn’t have in physical ability she made up for with sheer determination. 
Whether it was crocheting a tablecloth, cultivating acres of land, caring for the animals, 
tending garden plots, harvesting truckloads of produce, laying brick, cutting firewood, or 
butchering animals, the projects she tackled would demand no fewer than a hundred or so 
hours. Mama outpaced the sun every single day. She was up long before it rose in the 
morning and was still going strong long after it had sunk and called it quits. Her strategy for 
success: Mama snuck a nap in the middle of the afternoon when the day was too busy to 
notice.  
When the late afternoon summer heat turned to broiling, we closed all the curtains 
and doors to keep the house cool and dark. It was time to rest. On winter weekends, we 
curled up by the woodstove to have quiet time. In the spring and fall, we’d find a glorious 
sunbeam to curl up in, just like Mama did.  
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We each knew that we were her favorite, and we knew God loved us and would 
always listen to our prayers because our mama never withheld herself from us. She was 
approachable even if we had to wait while she was pre-occupied in thought; but not while she 
was napping. As far away as if she was out on the farthest piece of property, my mother left 
us totally and completely in the hands of God when she slept. 
Deb rarely wanted to nap or read. She fidgeted and wiggled and snuck away to the 
bathroom or to the kitchen to work with her stamp collection. Rob liked to read books or 
played on his bed with his tractors. Usually, I just pondered life and enjoyed the stillness of it 
all. With my head under my crocheted afghan, I contemplated such things as God hovering 
over the earth while it was still dark without form or void. What if I could speak and create 
things out of thin air? Without television or any other source of media, Bible stories shaped 
my imagination…unless we took a drive in the truck with Daddy. 
Sometimes he’d forget to turn off the radio and songs by Johnny Cash or Willy 
Nelson came on. If Mama didn’t get the channel switched quick enough, we might even hear 
a few bars of “Lay Down Sally.” Mama did not condone country radio because it was just a 
bunch of noise about lovers drinking and leaving their wives and crying all night long, which 
I knew was only a figure of speech because men did not actually cry. Men got real silent 
pained looks on their faces and went out to the barn to work on equipment. Radio awakened 
all kinds of possibilities that were not pure or lovely. 
When Mama napped, she smiled as if she had tricked the sun or made a secret deal 
with the round orb of light. She took her blanket and pillow to lie down wherever the 
sunbeam spread its warmth even when it happened to land in the middle of the braided rug. 
On most days, the lovely blanket of sun fell right across the orange couch positioned under 
the west-facing window and I had the sense that she was absorbing all those tiny light 
particles into herself. I recognized it when I was a small child standing at the edge of the 
couch with my face nose to nose with hers as she lie there. All around were shimmers of 
brightness dancing, like magical fairy dust around her head. This was Mama’s secret.  
I was right about Mama’s power over the devil. What began as her nemesis, the old 
stucco’d adobe built in 1910 with foot wide walls, a dirt root cellar, tin roof, hard wood 
floors and drafty windows had over time become the expression of my mother’s graceful 
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strength and serenity. The Old Hallowell Place was becoming her cathedral and evil would 
not reside there.  
“But what about the witchdoctor?” I asked one afternoon while I was tipping a bucket 
of green beans. 
“Tiny Pearson?” Mama pursed her lips and waved my question away like a pesky fly. 
She assured me that he lived far away and not to worry.  
 
*     *     * 
 
We tried a couple of the churches in town. Mama must have felt it was time to have 
help with steering clear of darkness, but the churches were sleepy and awkward. One had a 
woman pastor. The other was led by an old, single minister who wore a long black robe. He 
paused for long periods of time and pushed his ever-sliding glasses back up his nose with his 
middle finger while peering at the congregation over the rims. He loved cats and ate only 
vegetables.  
Daddy wasn’t keen on church anyway, so Mama made several good hearted attempts 
to attend a strict Baptist church thirty miles away in the town where she had lived before 
marrying Daddy. She gave it a diligent try, but it was such an affair trying to get us all 
dressed and to the church on time that we rarely went. We kids didn’t make it any easier. We 
dallied while brushing teeth and lost shoes because we didn’t want to go to Sunday school. 
The austere preacher’s sermons were long and we had to sit still and be quiet the whole time. 
The lemon drops she let us have during the sermon could only keep a kid happy for so long 
before sanding my taste buds clean off. We weren’t allowed to draw or bring toys or lay 
down on the hard wooden pews like other kids. Mama was a strong believer in kids learning 
to act respectfully and obediently in the House of God.  
I loved the smell of Mama and the feel of the gold edged tissue pages of her Bible’s 
when they turned, I was sure this is what angel wings are made of and if I put my face close, 
I knew what baby Jesus felt when angels fanned him with their wings.  
If nothing else, services were predictable: opening prayer, three hymns, the 
announcements, and a special song to ready our hearts to listen to God’s Word. The special 
music was a high point of the service and after I studied the large mole in the middle of Mr. 
Brenaman’s bald head, I invested the rest of the hour to studying the starburst pattern on the 
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light fixtures or the polished wooden beams that sloped up toward the high-pitched ceiling. I 
wondered how God made trees to bend like that. There was little else to look at in the cool, 
sterile room. The pastor looked as starched as mama’s tablecloth.  
After the three-point sermon, and an altar call, the big clock on the back wall (which 
we were not allowed to swivel around on our bottoms to look at) struck twelve o’clock noon, 
the organ thundered to life and finally we could go home.  
We just wanted to be home with our mama, eating roast with potatoes and carrots 
with warm freshly baked biscuits. We liked the way she told us stories best—about how 
Jesus loved little children and multiplied the loaves and fishes.  
 
*     *     * 
We had learned to say, “Jesus” as early as the name, “Daddy.” Jesus was part of our 
family too, a lot like Daddy. He was like a heroic big brother far away in a foreign land, a 
soldier perhaps, brave and strong, fighting in a war. Jesus came to save us and show us the 
face of God; only problem was I didn’t know what he looked like, other than the Flannel 
Graph Jesus in a long white robe, purple sash, and sandals. That preschool image never sat 
well with me. I envisioned him much tougher like a ranger. He and my daddy both held a 
place of honor at our house because Jesus lived in our hearts and I was in love with my 
daddy.  
We didn’t spend much time with either of them; they both mainly showed up on 
weekends. When Daddy did come to church, it was a real special occasion. Daddy wore his 
dress slacks, swanky shoes and a cotton shirt that Mama had pressed with starch, and no 
necktie. He combed his hair back with Brill Cream. After that he shook a splash of Old Spice 
in his hands, rubbed them together and patted his fresh-shaved face. It was a total 
transformation from his work clothes and hat. If one of us girls was trying to brush our teeth 
at the same time that Daddy was sprucing up, we’d get a splash of cologne too or a nice 
smelling whisker burn.  
When Daddy was all slicked up he looked like James Dean, complete with chiseled 
face, brilliant eyes, and an ornery sort of grin. He’d flex his muscles for us and do bicep curls 
with us kids hanging from his forearms. We were his greatest fans. 
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A Church is Born 
It took several years to tame the farm into something domestic. “Productive” was still 
to be seen. One day, the Buckley’s, who bought the green bungalow with the giant lilac 
bushes stopped by to tell my mom that a group of families wanted to start a local 
fundamental Baptist church, not like the mamby-pamby outfits we visited in town. We 
needed a House of God and a preacher that would reach the heathen on this side of the 
county with the saving knowledge of Jesus Christ.  
This was without question God’s will and a welcomed relief from the hard labor of 
yanking up weeds and scrap metal. The church would be close enough that maybe Daddy 
could attend regularly too. A meeting was held and local families were invited to attend. 
After Ted Spangler opened in prayer, Charlie Ross obtained the floor and the weight of the 
need was given. Wayne Wiggins declared the motion, and my daddy seconded. All in favor 
voted “Aye!” Three weeks later, a man of God from out of town, Pastor Overly, became our 
new shepherd.   
Pastor Overly arrived in his brown western polyester double-breasted suit, complete 
with a pocket watch and bolo tie. His cowboy boots carried the dust of hard work and a 
thousand weary miles. With a brill cream comb-over, and a big black Bible that rivaled the 
size of Mama’s purse, he was called by God to gather and tend the growing flock of Pine 
Forest Baptist Church.  
The Overly’s, Pastor and Mary Lou, and their five ratty children made their home 
down a long, rutted dirt road in an old farmhouse out on the Wiggins’ ranch donated as the 
church parsonage. The Wiggins were wealthy cattle ranchers with mineral rights on their 
sprawling acreage. Out of their immense gratitude for God’s blessing of prosperity, they 
donated property for the church building too: five wooded acres superbly located on the west 
side of town. 
We met in the drafty Grange hall out at Three Dot until a down payment was made 
and raw lumber and materials were collected. I figured Mary Lou was reason enough for the 
church to grow. She was like a performance in and of herself. God bless her, she could draw 
a crowd all right. She wore dresses that men were sure to dream about. They were closely 
fitted around her neck and bosom; cinched in at the top of her tiny drop-waist before 
cascading in frilly layers of colorful cotton. Her fingers bounced over the full spread of piano 
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keys in time with her shiny black tube curls bobbing from where they were pulled up in a 
loose knot with fancy pins. Her playing was that of an old player piano with lots of plinkety-
plink. Her black boots only peeked shyly out from underneath when her feet danced on the 
sustain pedals. She didn’t need to read the hymnal, but instead watched the pastor or song 
leader for her cues. Seems like we sang all 20 verses of “I Love to Tell the Story” even 
though there are actually only five. No one appeared to mind. We loved to sing. Deb and I 
learned harmony parts, singing loud and clear without holding anything back. 
One bitterly cold Sunday, Pastor Overly may have been giving us a preview of how 
hot Hell really was because while he was up on that raised stage preaching about the fire that 
is never quenched, he was sweating profusely from every pore. Just so happened he was 
standing directly below the old heater, a big black box that hung from the ceiling clanking 
and streaming a blast of hot air no wider than a yard stick.  
The congregation was shivering from where we sat our metal folding chairs far 
outside of the tunnel of heat. We huddled together, nodding in agreement with his message 
and trying to keep from being frostbitten. We women and girls wore long-johns under our 
long, layered dresses and we kept our coats and gloves on. We knew God had chosen the 
right preacher for us, that indeed he was a man of compassion when he beckoned us to come 
sit on the stage underneath the warmth, and he moved down on the floor to preach up at us. 
We gladly took him up on the offer.  
I no longer needed to wonder about where Satan and his angels were. Pastor Overly 
preached plenty about the Fallen Angel’s relentless presence here in our very midst, prowling 
about, seeking whom he might devour. Films came to town and circulated through churches. 
I didn’t see much of “Burning Hell,” that Wednesday night, but I could hear all the 
screaming and moaning and crying from under my metal folding chair even with my coat 
over my head and my hands clamped over my ears.  
Mama realized a little too late, but in a bold move she yanked us out and took us 
home. She was livid. If dollars paid at the box office went directly into the coffers of Satan 
himself, surely these films somehow contributed too. There would be no more films—ever—
inside the church or not, for the Ward family. But I had already seen the horror souls 
eternally damned screaming from the burning flames and heard the terrifying Prophecy being 
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read. God had prepared Hell for Satan and his fallen angels. Anyone who did not call on the 
name of Jesus would burn in that lake of fire forever.  
Pastor Overly reminded us in the weeks that followed that God was angry about his 
children letting Satan run around having a hey day here on earth. We were to stand firm in 
the battle against the evil one. This was no time to relax and celebrate, not while precious 
souls were dying and going to hell every single day. I no longer sang loud and clear about the 
joy filling my soul.  
By spring we were ready to start building the House of God. The property right near 
the main highway was cleared of trees, leaving a stand of pine and pinion behind for privacy 
and ascetics. It was a perfect location for passersby to see the sign out front. God’s presence 
was soon to be a tangible reality just like it was with Solomon’s Temple in the Old 
Testament. Not only would souls be saved, thousands of dollars would be saved too by doing 
all the building labor ourselves.  
It was a community affair. We church kids helped carry rocks and wood and helped 
dig the trenches for the foundation while the men worked the tractors and equipment. The 
boys hammered and treated the wood. The women served lunches of buckets of homemade 
crispy fried chicken, potato salad, and red jello. The deal was sweetened with oversized 
helpings of desert: German chocolate cake and coffee for the adults and ice-cold lemonade 
for the kids.  
Each week we saw remarkable progress after giving of our time, our treasures, and 
our trust. Pine Forest Baptist Church was beautiful and we fell in love with each Colorado 
Pine log honed and placed with care. The church building’s signature metal roof and log 
chains in place of ceiling beams were of necessity, but also brought a unique artistic touch. 
The men whistled or sang hymns while they worked and couldn’t have been more proud 
about the Lord’s work. We were kicking that devil in the “you know what” and running him 
right out of town.  
Late one afternoon the sun shone hot. The handles on the wheelbarrow full of rocks 
chaffed my palms through my work gloves while I shoved it over the rutted and bumpy 
terrain toward a dirt road that flanked the west side of the property. I set it down for just a 
moment to rest and looked up. That’s when I saw it; an old white van with grey and black 
primer slowed before creeping on by. The driver with a big tangle of black beard and hair 
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shoved beneath a welders cap leaned forward and looked right into my eyes. I squeezed them 
shut, feeling dizzy. I wondered how Pastor Overly must have felt looking into those eyes on 
the night of the groundbreaking ceremony.  
I had dismissed Deb too soon when she told me that Tiny Pearson had threatened the 
pastor for building too close to Satan’s Garden of Eden. When I opened my eyes again I 
realized my wheelbarrow full of rocks had tipped out of balance and crashed into a pile. In a 
cloud of dust, the witchdoctor laughed and drove away. 
With hands shaking, I piled the rocks back in to finish the trek. Billy Ray, who was 
twelve, jogged over to help. Just then a big cumulous cloud crossed between and the sun and 
us. The wind kicked up and dirt and bits of building trash started whipping around. We both 
ducked down and I covered my nose and mouth tasting grit. The devil wasn’t out of town just 
yet.  
I followed Billy while he pushed the load of rocks the rest of the way to the road. 
That is when we saw the familiar form the man in bibbed overalls. Seeing him there at his 
mailbox, my curiosity was drawn to the darkness. Fascination trumped my will power to look 
or run away. My hands were locked to the wheelbarrow; my feet cemented to the ground. 
Refusing to listen to Billy Ray’s pleading that we should turn back, I watched dumbly as 
Tiny turned away from the mailbox empty handed. He turned and reached into the driver’s 
side of the van and pulled out a rifle.  
“Run!” Billy Ray yelled and we ran for our lives. That day I discovered the 
witchdoctor’s property was just on the other side of the barbed wire fence from our beautiful 
new church. Now I knew the origin to my foreboding sense of doom. Tiny Pearson knew 
who I was and where to find me.   
 
Pine Forest Baptist was growing steadily. My stomach felt jittery for weeks each time 
we turned in at the new sign. My vain imaginations made me fear that we might drive up to 
see smoke coming from our pretty church or dead things hanging from the trees that 
surrounded it. No one else seemed to be overly concerned. Did they not know what lurked 
just behind the stand of trees to the north side? None the wiser, ranchers and townspeople 
drove for miles to come sit on two-by-fours supported by cinderblocks until our handcrafted 
pews were complete. The gospel was being preached; souls were being saved and baptized. 
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We were praying and tithing and God was blessing. When the church building was full of 
prayer and singing, the prevailing darkness ebbed away, was almost forgotten.  
The church was built and our family now had a small herd of Black Angus cattle. 
Rob’s two sheep, Susie and Vanessa, each of whom had delivered lambs, and the chickens 
were a-laying. We even had a pig or two. Chocolate, the ranch dog helped keep everything in 
order. Still, I was tentative about the balance of the spiritual universe. I was sure of my 
salvation, but what about those unfortunate souls like Tiny Pearson who were not predestined 
as the elect? They could only spell trouble for those of us who were. Soon, my rigid posture 
at church came naturally. It was not a place to relax. We had to be on our toes, alert and 
ready. 
It wasn’t long after Brother Overly rolled into town, that I started getting sick. I’m not 
claiming one caused the other, but a couple decades later I don’t find the correlation out of 
the question either. My immune system started shutting down and inflammation of every 
kind started flaring up. I was allergic to foods, grasses, grains, animals, house dust, soaps, 
lotions, fabrics, and even my hair. Anywhere my hair brushed my skin, an angry rash flared 
up. Like some kids are allergic to cats or horses, I sneezed when my own hair was brushed. 
Mama had to cut it in a short pageboy style. Thelma Wiggins at church said that it was a cute 
Dorothy Hamill, but I didn’t know who Dorothy Hamill was. I just thought I looked like a 
boy with a swollen and rashy face.  
I could only surmise that somehow my parents’ upbringing better prepared them for 
the preaching in our church that swung between shaking the rafters like thunder one minute 
and the soothing words of comfort that our preacher poured out like the balm of Gilead, the 
next. The dissonance didn’t seem to affect Mama or Daddy the way it did me. I was a child 
from a quiet, happy home so Sundays were a huge shock to my system. We didn’t have 
yelling or raising of voices at our house. 
It wasn’t long before the very core of our existence and identity at Pine Forest Baptist 
Church (PFBC) was directly tied to the smaller print on the church sign: “An Independent, 
Fundamental, Bible-Believing, Baptist Church.” We were a rag tag group of hard-working 
farmers and ranchers mesmerized by a pastor who would yell and holler and weep about hell 
and pound his fists on the pulpit, pulverizing any budding desire for sin and busting a wrist 
watch or two. We learned early to “Trust and Obey, for there’s no other way to be happy in 
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Jesus….” Mrs. Hinsley warbled. Mr. Lemon snored. Ted Spangler’s pure white head of hair 
shook with the palsy while he prayed prayers longer than it took God to create the earth. 
Mildred, his wife, had hair as equally black as his was white, coiffed in a lovely style. She 
taught Sunday school and slipped us candy before the sermon. Don Fletcher summoned 
Heaven’s gates with, “Dear Gwwod-duh, we come before Thee this day....”  
I would learn in college that fundamentalists are held together by the same social 
mores and beliefs as the military and inner city gangs—cohesion by making themselves 
“other.” Drawing lines that defined clearly who was us and those unfortunate, lost ones who 
had not yet escaped the wrath of God, them. Put that one word “independent” on a church 
sign, and even if the sign also says, “The Friendliest Church This Side of Heaven,” the small 
gathering of saints hold fast to their conviction and God-appointed right to judge and chastise 
any and all other saints or heathens who threaten their piety. Jesus no longer condemns, but 
they do. Jesus forgets, but they don’t. 
Bible-Believing means your life and truth center only on the authority of scripture 
and only the authorized King James Version (KJV), the gate of truth to the straight and 
narrow and anyone who reads or studies anything other than this is a heretic, plain and 
simple. We learned from Sunday School that we were not saved by our works, but we did get 
to earn a lot of points; especially when one’s team brought their Bibles, guests, spare quarters 
and dimes, or memorized scripture. And winning the bonus round? Bible drills. We held our 
Sword of the Lord above our heads ready for the marathon search for book, chapter and 
verse. The first to stand to his or her feet and start reading was the champ. 
We memorized and memorized and memorized, especially the Romans Road, which 
leads a non-believer on the path of scriptures to repentance written in the front of one’s 
Bible. Most kids had the Roman’s Road committed to memory and didn’t need their cheats. I 
knew that if I was to meet a sinner I would have to have my Bible handy so he or she could 
read in the right order how to be saved “without a shadow of a doubt.” I didn’t win many 
prizes in Sunday School.  
Baptist means we save them and dunk them just like our namesake, the predecessor 
of Christ, John the Baptist who proclaimed, “Behold the Lamb of God which taketh away the 
sins of the world!” The next time a new saint—one who prayed the sinner’s prayer—was 
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near a body of water deep enough, one would be baptized by emersion. He or she then joined 
the church. That was primarily the reach of our spiritual tradition.  
For good measure, we also observed the Lord’s Supper. Our church didn’t have a 
fancy table up front engraved “Remember until He Comes” or “In Remembrance,” but we 
did have one communion service tacked onto the end of the sermon four times a year. This 
celebration was for church members only and consisted of a long and solemn time of 
personal reflection for repenting of sin and reconciling relationship heeding the solemn 
warning not to “eateth or drinketh condemnation unto thyself.” The pastor would read from 
the passage of scripture where Jesus also took the bread and cup. The big round silver plates 
were then passed with Chiclet-sized wafers and clear plastic thimbles of grape juice. Every 
detail was intentionally carried out to the letter so there would be no mistaking us for 
Catholics.  
 Now for the word “church.” It’s a word we hear often, but it is not to be taken lightly. 
The Greek word in the New Testament for church, ecclesia, is interpreted by independent 
fundamentalists to mean something akin to, “Our four, no more.” In other words, whenever 
the Bible speaks of “the church” it meant our local congregation only. We were safe that 
way. No misinterpretations of the old Black Book and no corrupt organizational decisions 
trickling down, infringing on our freedom of worship.  
We heard a lot of talk about the universal movement (World Council of Churches) 
taking place and how this was the plot of the antichrist to take over the world. Sure that the 
numbers 666 would come from Rome (and now Obama). . . anyone spouting messages of 
“peace, peace,” were suspect. Just how much can you trust the whore of the church? If you 
want to get an independent, Bible-believing Baptist to turn purple, just start quoting the 
Apostles Creed. “I believe in the one holy catholic church…” We were taught that without 
adhering to our carefully defined parameters, the governments of the world would take over. 
Big Brother could see into our homes through the television, therefore, added precaution was 
a benefit to those who were self-sustained and “off the grid.” We were a tight knit 
community who had the art of potluckery down, but with little celebration, and never a 
reason to dance.  
Our identity was defined by an angry stance against all the evil inherent in the world. 
Take for instance, divorce and adultery or homosexuality. There was no room for debauchery 
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such as that. Joey’s mom, Sandi, was single and in charge of raising five boys. They would 
sit on the pews with their backs straight from tallest to shortest, as if each had been lifted out 
of the next like blue-eyed Russian nesting dolls. All were tow-head blondes, their hair was 
combed impeccably, their collars buttoned to the top; except for the chubby baby who 
squirmed on their mama’s lap whose face was nutmeg brown framed with the sweetest curly 
black hair. His big fawn eyes were so soft and brown, I just wanted to eat him up.  
The church elders insisted that Joey’s mother remarry his dad—didn’t matter the 
reason for their separation—she needed to repent of her sin and submit herself once again to 
his headship. One Sunday night Sandi was singing at church with her eyes closed, tears 
streaming down her cheeks. When the church service was over the pastor asked her to meet 
with him. It was then that she was informed that she had no right to be singing like that. “Be 
not deceived, God is not mocked….” Her singing was all a lie. Jesus could not be glorified, 
not when she was living a rebellious lifestyle like she was.  
Submitting to his pastoral authority, she remarried Joey’s dad. Last I saw, Sandi had 
dark purple shadows under her eyes. After they left the church and the county, we heard that 
even though she gave it her best, but couldn’t stay married to a man who was openly gay. 
She tried; she sure did try. My mama lost one of her closest friends and we never saw Sandi 
or her five boys again.  
Salvation messages were preached twice on Sundays and once on Wednesday nights 
and any other time we gathered: picnics, funerals, weddings, church baseball games, camp 
outs, high school baccalaureate, even family reunions. Our pastors typically had not spent 
much time (if any) in seminary and their ordination came from the local folks. There’s only 
so many ways a salvation message can be served up when given by country preachers, so in 
my mind I would rewrite the message and give it a little bit of creative or historical spin—all 
without changing “one jot or tittle” of the authorized translation.  
Once I invited my friend, Kathy, to church she hunkered down low in the pew and 
asked why the pastor was so angry. Oh, he’s not, I explained. Why is he yelling? I’d try to 
explain that pastors just talked that way in church. They were passionate about God. I knew 
the real reason was that like the prophets of old, our pastor had the unfortunate job of 
communicating the wrath of God toward those who had not yet repented and accepted 
Christ’s shed blood on the cross for their salvation.  
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Altar calls were to take place precisely at 11:50 a.m. for salvation or to pray for 
another’s salvation and should be wrapped up by 12:00 noon. Wednesday was for prayer 
requests and business meetings. We did not dance, tap toes, sway, lay on hands, hug, or even 
kneel overly much. Everything was to be done decently, in order, and with moderation. We 
did not want to arouse emotion for fear of appearing anything like the Pentecostals who leave 
themselves wide open to the power of the demons. God is not a God of confusion, and 
emotion was never to be trusted. 
We had no knowledge of broader Church history or tradition. As far as I knew, Jesus 
ascended into Heaven and then…well, there we were. We couldn’t name our six 
fundamentals of faith, and I wouldn’t be able to name them from rote even now, but they 
made up the core of Truth. 
1.   Inerrancy of Scripture 
2.   Deity of Christ 
3.   Virgin Birth 
4. Substitutionary Atonement  
5. Bodily resurrection 
6. Bodily Return of Christ 
We were dispensationalists, which meant we looked back through Bible history by 
analyzing periods of time. We were sanctified and justified, but most importantly we were 
born again. We especially obeyed the scripture that said, “Go out into the highways and 
byways and compel them [the heathen] to come in,” and we did so with militant persuasion. 
Surrounded by fields and those who were headed straight for Hell, little time was left for 
play.  
When PFBC brothers and sisters weren’t “subduing the earth” by battling the wrath 
of drought and hard red clay, we evangelized the surrounding heathen. Born Again Believers 
were put in this world as the old hymn lyrics said, to “rescue the perishing and care for the 
dying.” This mission was not to be confused with the humanitarian efforts of those wayward 
ones who only thought they believed in Jesus. It was our job to knock on sinners’ doors, 
stand in their way, beat them up or lay down and be martyred, if it came to that. Those 
sinners’ blood would be on our hands should they die before we could convince them to say 
the Sinner’s Prayer. We couldn’t risk hesitancy or sloth with the souls of the lost hanging in 
	  	  
148	  
the balance between Heaven and Hell. The way I figured, we, like God, were justified for 
being put out at them for not converting. If they’d just repent, all of our lives would have 
been a hell of a lot easier.  
*     *     * 
I wore a big contraption of a mask when I went outside during summer and fall. The 
sweet alfalfa fields that I loved and blooming golden rod along the highway were now a 
bitter enemy. The inflammation from hay fever and sneezing closed off my airways and in an 
era before inhalers and breathing treatments, I had to wait out the wheezing and weight of an 
elephant sitting on my chest, pulling hard for each breath to come. I no sooner got the air in, I 
had to heave with all my might to blow it back out. Mama taught me how to relax and count 
and sing silently. There could be no crying because it took too much air. Sometimes she sat 
with me and rubbed my back or chest and counted because I got too tired and wanted to stop 
fighting for the next breath. 
Baptist girls don’t make confessions, but if I did, mine would have gone something 
like this: “Father, forgive me for I have sinned. It has been many weeks since I last went door 
knocking.” I can’t give a personal account of this vital Baptist ministry outreach because I 
got sick “like clock work.” Every Saturday I was plagued with allergies. Asthma. Leg 
cramps. Fevers. My illnesses not only kept me from having to do long hours of outside 
chores (and butchering), but saved me from many a Saturday persecution of door knocking.  
My mama had a soft spot for me because she too suffered from occasional bouts of 
severe breathing complications. She once whispered to me while we were standing at the red 
kitchen counter canning peaches that when she was a young girl she learned that she could 
“bring on” an asthma attack. I think she was letting me know that she was familiar with my 
new strategy. I denied any knowledge of such a thing, but was caught off guard nonetheless. 
Was I responsible in part—the timing at least—for my illness? If so, could I choose to be 
well? The doctor said I would eventually grow out of it. None of it made much sense. I 
planned to grow up and move far away. In the meantime, unlike Mama, I learned to use 
whatever was at my disposal to maneuver through life with as little unnecessary effort as 
possible. I did entertain the idea that maybe she hated butchering chickens and door knocking 
too. We ate a lot of chicken, but I don’t ever remember Mama taking to the streets with 
salvation tracks.  
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Pastor Overly – aka, The Apostle 
In much the same way that a child drags himself to his room to await impending 
punishment for a fleeting lapse in common sense, we trudged to church every Sunday 
morning, Sunday evening, and Wednesday night to receive training and correction and 
another salvation message from the Word of God. Regardless of the passage or topic, a good 
preacher knew how to wind his way back to an invitation for every sinner to accept the shed 
blood of Jesus after inserting a stern and often terrifying warning about Hell, where the worm 
dieth not. Our pastor also preached about being living sacrficies, holy and acceptable to God. 
We were to live in humility and good stewardship. He reminded us to pull ourselves up by 
our bootstraps to “keep on keeping on for the glory of God and the salvation of His people.”  
Everyone wore their finest attire to honor God in His house. Women and girls wore 
dresses and panty hose, which could not have been any more uncomfortable than rancher 
men with sunburned necks buttoning that top button and wearing a tie. They swallowed hard 
and watched the clock for the strike of noon. Women and girls sat with hands folded in our 
laps; when we weren’t singing, our mouths were to stay closed. If we had a comment or 
question, we could ask our husband or father about it when we got home. 
“Turn in your Bibles to the book of Revelation, chapter 20, verse 12. Reading now 
from verse12 through15.... Folks these days think they can earn their way to Heaven. That we 
can impress God with our good intentions. Maybe that is you today. Dear friend, this is a lie 
straight from the pit of Hell. It says here in the book of Isaiah, chapter 64 and verse 6,” he 
licked his finger and flipped the worn pages with the tip of his finger, “‘But we are all as an 
unclean thing, and all our righteousnesses are as filthy rags; and we all do fade as a leaf; and 
our iniquities, like the wind, have taken us away.’ Beloved, without the shed blood of Jesus, 
your righteousness is filthier than the strips of rags used to wrap the oozing sores and rotting 
flesh of lepors. What you deserve is Hell!” Pastor Overly would pull out his handkerchief 
and wipe his brow. “Do I hear an amen?”  
The men would say, “Amen.” Then, after allowing an adequate pause, in a low, 
menacing timbre through teeth clenched impermeabley, the Pastor would assure us in no 
uncertain terms, “Unless you die to your pride, die to your fleshly lust, die to your sin, you 
are not FIT for God’s service. God who is pure and holy will not TOLERATE your iniquity.”  
	  	  
151	  
Terrifying us in one moment and coaxing us softly like baby kittens in the next, his 
yell became a gentle whisper. “If you have never come to the point in your life where you 
have recognized yourself as a sinner under God's wrath and have put your trust in the shed 
blood of Christ, we hope you will today.” He’d give Mary Lou the nod to start playing the 
piano. 
Fear and love was mixed into one potent cocktail, only we didn’t use the word 
cocktail. “With every head bowed and every eye closed…” altar calls swelled with his 
pleading, guilting, shouting, praying, or singing however many verses of “Just As I Am” it 
took to lure a sinner who had not yet dared to come forward to the altar for repentance. 
Caught in a running monotone punctuated with shouts that made a sinner jerk a hand up as if 
holding a paddle board at an auction, we were entranced. 
“If you need to be drenched in the blood of the Lamb, come forward right now in the 
name of Jeesssuusss! Don’t wait another minute. TODAY is the day of salvation. Today, not 
tomorrow, not the next day. Today, Beloved. The Lake of Fire burns hot. God’s wrath 
cannont tolerate unholiness. You could die this very night. Satan and his followers will burn 
for eternity where the firrrre is not quenched. It is not a place for you. Come down to the 
blessed altar now.”  
“Come on home now.” 
He’d start singing, “Softly and tenderly Jesus is calling…Calling for you and for 
me…Calling oh, sinner come home.” Mary Lou would follow right along, not bouncy now, 
but quiet and soothing in the Key of C. 
One particular night when Pastor Overly was done preaching on Revelation 14:10, 
“…the same shall drink of the wine of the wrath of God, which is poured out without mixture 
into the cup of his indignation; and he shall be tormented with fire and brimstone in the 
presence of the Holy angels, and in the presence of the Lamb,” he shut the pages of his 
dictionary-sized Scofield Bible. He stood looking at the ceiling longer than usual and then 
bowed his head and closed in a silent prayer. We hadn’t even sung “Just as I am” or “Softly 
and Tenderly.”  
The sanctuary was eerily quiet. There was something very wrong about this silence. 
The lights hummed overhead, and the walls seemed to groan. A cough in the back broke the 
stillness that hung over us like a shroud, but the silence quickly overtook the parishioners 
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once more. Then, barely audibly, the man who could bellow like a storm of Biblical 
proportions and pound his fists with all the fury of God, whispered softly, “Those who want 
to stand in unity with Jesus Christ and with the anointed pastor of this church come to the 
altar…I want ya’ll to come.” He stepped around to the front of the pulpit still positioned up 
several steps above the tallest man.  
“Come on now…,” he gestured with arms wide open, ready to receive the faithful 
ones. Several families quietly started to file up toward the front. The air was heavy with 
hesitation. My child’s mind was racing. I was missing something. What was going on? My 
family wasn’t responding. I couldn’t make myself look anywhere but at the floor. But the 
preacher wasn’t finished.  “…and those who are deceived-uh by the enemy and choose stand 
with SAY-tannn, remain in your seats.” His cold stare scanned the little country auditorium. 
A chill ran through my body. I was frozen. Move! We needed to get moving!.  
To my horror, my family stayed in their seats along with several others. Daddy 
cleared his throat and looked at the floor. Mama kept her hands folded and stared straight 
ahead. Panicked, a cold prickled my skin. Quite possibly it was Satan himself breathing 
down my neck. I was afraid. My mama was catatonic. My daddy shrugged one shoulder up 
to his ear.  
Daddy stood to his feet first. Next my mother, and she motioned for us to do likewise. 
She pushed us three children out in front of her like she did on the “Burning Hell” movie 
night, through the foyer to the front doors. This time we were Lot leaving a condemned city 
of sin, not daring to look back. We stepped out into the cold night air and crammed into the 
front seat of the pickup without a word spoken. Daddy drove home. 
He didn’t change out of his church clothes before going out to the garage. Mama, a 
woman of few words on any given day merely said, “Brush your teeth, say your prayers, and 
go to bed.” Without a word, we kids pulled our flannel nighties over our heads, over 
undershirts, long johns and socks without even warming them by the fire. Usually we waited 
for a warm brick from in front of the wood stove to wrap in a towel. The water was so cold 
coming right out of the well over our toothbrushes we thought our teeth would break, but we 
did as we were told in silence.  
I climbed the steep wooden stairs to the chilly room where I crawled in Deb’s double 
bed. We hadn’t “gone home” to the altar. We had been disobedient children refusing the call, 
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the beckoning of God’s anointed servant. It was like we were standing over on Tiny 
Pearson’s property on the wrong side of the fence and no one was talking, no one was 
praying. Crawling in, I whispered into the blackness, “Why did we stand with Satan?” 
“Hush now and go to sleep,” Deb said. 
I thought of Hap Hallowell and his final fate. I imagined Tiny Pearson laughing 
through that gnarled beard. I looked out at the dark night and its descending stars and 
contemplated God and Satan’s minions and where little girls fit into the scheme of things. I 
thought I should drop down on my knees and repent, but I didn’t know what for.  
Pastor Overly left us then, suddenly and without explanation. The church splintered 
into sharp fragments slicing families and role models and ideals into jagged little pieces. 
Affairs. Fights. Rumors. Lies. Cover ups. The pastor’s wife was later discovered lonely and 
abused, the shameful layers of her life peeled back like tattered petticoats for our miniscule 
world to see; her children were left to fend for themselves. We had spoken with great respect 
of God’s anointed. We feared him. Loved him or at least loved Whom he represented. I 
wanted to know him—what made him tick. I wish I had been old enough to remember Pastor 
Overly offering to help my parents in any way, but I don’t. To this day I remember the color 
of Overly’s suit, his shoes and his size, but I don’t remember his face. All but for this one 
story, he is erased.  
 
*     *     * 
One preacher after another came to replace the last. Men of all shapes and sizes 
hollered and wore out the wood on the pulpit and the conscience of their people with weekly 
pounding and pleading.  
*     *     * 
 
After Pastor Overly and his followers were run out of town, the faithful remnant 
remained. Wayne Wiggins, Carl Buckley and Charlie Ross had a special meeting over at the 
El Dorado café. After careful deliberation, they determined that Pastor Overly had blown a 
gasket and that it was God’s will to carry on. That’s when they recruited Daddy and Don 
Fletcher to be on the deacon board of Pine Forest Baptist Church. I wasn’t sure what deacons 
did or how the church could just pick up and carry on, not when I was left feeling so shaky 
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and sickish inside. Maybe this would keep us from a similar train wreck further down the 
tracks. Plus, we liked having Daddy home more. The fun factor was guaranteed to ratchet up 
a few notches.  
He’d come into our bedrooms after we had said our prayers and were all tucked in 
and settled and get us all riled up again, pummeling us with pillows, or bouncing our beds so 
hard it was like being on a trampoline. We’d retaliate with surprise attacks, chicken fights 
and wrestling matches until Mama finally said, “Enough. Time for these children to settle 
down now get some sleep.” When Daddy was home I could forget the parts about life that 
made me feel worried, and I slept like a baby. The next day, we’d jump on Daddy while he 
was still in bed and beg him to wake up and come play with us some more.  
Fundamentalists take to heart the hierarchy and men were to be the head of the home. 
We didn’t mind. That really only meant chasing each other through the house and saying, 
“Yes sir,” through fits of giggles when Daddy told us to obey Mama. He was perpetually 
sixteen years old. Though we were warned that, “to spare the rod would spoil the child,” 
Daddy never spanked us. “If you ever think you are too big to obey your mother, I’ll whoop 
you myself,” he warned when we got older. As if that would ever happen. I heard that he 
spanked my brother once, though I find such a notion unimaginable. It must have been like 
one kid giving another kid a whoopin’.  
Most of the time, Daddy was the one scolded by my mother, “Burton!” She’d start 
out serious and then he’d make her laugh too and she knew she was entirely outnumbered. 
Mama had a crook in her pointer finger and when she’d shake it at him, he would bend his 
and point at her with exaggerated expression egged on by his young audience. “Whaaat?” 
he’d ask in a silly nasal tone. We kids would all bust up.  
 
Daddy also took the position of music leader at Pine Forest Baptist Church. This 
meant that he each week he sat down for a few minutes before the service began to pick out a 
handful of songs from the hymnal. He gave them to the pianist and organist, and stood at the 
pulpit to tell us which page to turn to. He didn’t conduct or do anything showy like that and 
his lips barely moved.  
Sometimes visitors sang for special music (which meant someone sang a hymn either 
solo or in a duet or trio). That was a bit dicey. Sometimes we’d get a live wire who 
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embarrassed us with their dramatic presentation of well-trained voices, really making a 
spectacle of themselves. I’d have to fight the sniggers something terrible. Didn’t they know 
that their glory was to be given in Heaven and not here on earth? When my daddy sang for 
special music, he needed no pretense because when he opened his mouth the purest, most 
beautiful baritone voice filled the room.  
In a rural church we told familiar stories and sang our favorite songs often. During 
special music, singers chose what they knew and often it was their all-time favorite. When 
Daddy looked up from the hymnal to the ceiling while singing “It is Well With My Soul,” his 
eyes as blue as Rocky Mountain skies, were alive and filled with adoration and worship. I 
loved for my Daddy to sing it. Tears would fill my eyes and I knew in my heart that God was 
in control—even of things I couldn’t understand or figure out.  
Though Satan should buffet, though trials should come,  
Let this blest assurance control,  
That Christ has regarded my helpless estate,  
And hath shed His own blood for my soul. 
No matter what trials would come our way…inside or outside of the church, when 
Daddy helped me believe we were going to be okay… “blessed hope, blessed rest for my 
soul.”  
*     *     * 
One spring I took piano lessons from a big fat lady. It was fortunate that I was small 
then or I wouldn’t have had any place to sit. I wiggled onto the remaining edge of the piano 
bench and hammered out the simple tunes spread across the page. Mrs. Pemberlake gave me 
silly stars and a lollipop at the end of the lesson, as if that was my reward. I dreamed of 
playing beautiful hymns, my fingers running up and down the keyboard like Mary Lou’s or 
my friend Leah’s. The reward would be closing my eyes and playing from my soul, but my 
family couldn’t afford a piano.  
This meant that I had to ride the school bus in the opposite direction from town out to 
the church. It was light when I arrived at 4:30 p.m. I had my own front door key. It turned 
two clicks to the right and then back straight up and down. As soon as I got inside, I locked 
the deadbolt. Next I turned down the hall to the right and visited the ladies’ room. My pee 
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echoed as loud as a waterfall and the flush of the toilet sounded like a flash flood coming 
down an arroyo.  
I raced back to the foyer and turned all the sanctuary lights on. Their buzz calmed me 
down again while I nibbled two squares of a peanut butter sandwich for afterschool snack. 
Next, I counted and straightened all the hymnals in the pews, twenty-three and one at the 
piano and the organ had the other. Twenty-five. My practice time didn’t take very long and I 
had to stretch it out. I was only playing simple lines with two or three fingers at a time. Baby 
songs. I could play the melody line out of a hymnal, but all those other beautiful keys just sat 
there going to waste. 
When I ran out of songs and got bored, I was too much a scaredy-cat to leave the 
piano bench and explore. God was watching and this was His Holy House. I knew what 
happened to people who disrespected the House of God. We didn’t run or act unbecoming. 
We dressed and spoke with reverence. We sat up straight and kept our hands still. But how I 
wished I could go and sit in the pastor’s office just once.  
I never did too well with the piano anyway. Though my fingers were moving over the 
tunes Mrs. Pemberlake assigned, I daydreamed about what it might be like to stand behind 
the pulpit just feet away from where I was sitting. I tried to imagine what it must feel like to 
grip both sides of the pulpit and feel the Spirit of God come upon me and to have His words 
and wisdom come out of my mouth. I wanted to plead on His behalf for people to repent and 
turn from their wickedness. It must be amazing to sit in that high-backed chair and study 
books that could explain why King David danced naked in the streets…and why God loved 
him any way when dancing was clearly a plot of the devil. 
The pastor’s office. I knew that was where God’s presence was; it was the inner 
sanctum. Men experienced God in there. On Sundays and Wednesdays I watched men go in 
all normal like, laughing and slapping each other on the backs, talking about football and 
cow herding. But when they emerged, their faces had changed. It was as if they had seen the 
burning bush behind that closed door, only they still had their shoes on. Each week the elders 
and deacons filed out in a single line behind the pastor with their Bibles tucked under their 
arms to their seats on the front pew. There they sat with heads bowed waiting for the Pastor’s 
opening prayer. 
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I thought of all those times that I knelt at the altar hoping to inch just a bit closer to 
God, when actually I knew where the “holy of holies” was—behind the heavy engraved door 
that was always locked. I only caught a glimpse into its glory once or twice. Front and center 
was a beautiful mahogany desk with matching leather wing backed chairs. If it was my 
office, I would have bookshelves lining the walls. There I went again with vain imaginations. 
I played through my songs again. 
To bring in extra income Mama and Daddy had started tending hundreds of acres of 
tribal land in exchange for a percentage of the profits. The plan was that Mama would pick 
me up on her way home from the fields. After a couple of hours of being at the church, the 
sky turned dark and the building began to creak and groan. I played hard and loud to drown 
out the scary stuff.  
To play the piano meant that I had my back right up against the North wall. 
Fortunately, the windows were blue fiberglass with a little diamond pattern in them. The 
Planning Board didn’t think it would be a good idea to have clear windows lest people be 
tempted to gaze out at the natural beauty of the trees and scenery and lose focus of the 
sermon. In any case, I was thankful for their foresight because that meant filthy Tiny 
Pearson, the witch-doctor, wouldn’t know that there was a young girl all alone in the building 
that sat right on the border of his property.  
I ran and checked the deadbolt one more time just to be sure. I shut off all the lights. 
That way he would think I had gone home. But no, if the lights were off, Mama wouldn’t 
know I was there. If only I could survive long enough to get back home, I would never come 
back by myself ever again. Ever. I turned the lights back on and listened to them hum trying 
to ignore the wheezing that was getting louder in my chest. I pulled some tracks out of the 
rack near the door. These would help keep my mind preoccupied till Mama came. The 
yellow was about The Battle of Armageddon. The blue was about why we only read the King 
James Version. The pink talked about how countries in the Middle East were amassing 
horses because the End Times were here. Mama, where are you?! 
When Mama was out working in the fields, she got caught up in what she was doing. 
One more row of wheat to irrigate; one more section of fence to repair… The sun having 
long since set, I knew she’d be feeling her way around in the dark trying to do just a bit more. 
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It wasn’t until she was about to drive past the church that she might see the soft blue glow 
coming from the windows and remember that I was in there.  
The sound of the truck engine was a welcomed sound. I grabbed my stuff and ran 
toward the door. Just as I reached for the deadbolt I froze. How did I know it was Mama’s 
truck? What if it was that nasty old white van out there idling? My knees went rubbery and I 
needed to pee again, but didn’t want Mama to think I wasn’t there. It’s me in here, Mama! 
“Donna Kaye?” Two short knocks and a longer one.  
I didn’t want her to see me being a silly and afraid. Mama was so brave and was 
paying for my lessons with her milk money. 
“Yes! Just a minute.” I wrenched the lock to the left, to the left again, flung open the 
door and gave her a hug as if someone had just died.  
“How was your practice?” She asked, her voice as light as if she was welcoming a 
high society guest for tea. She helped me gather up my piano book and coat. 
“Oh, good. How was your day?” I echoed back with polite regard. I knew Mama was 
exhausted. I climbed up into the Dodge truck and tried to quiet my raspy breathing by 
jamming the hood of my coat inside my mouth. 
“Lovely. You should see all those beautiful rows of wheat coming up…Did you have 
a good day at school?” 
“Yes, ma’am.” We chatted during the ten mile drive home and I thought what a treat 
it was to have Mama’s undivided attention. See? Everything was fine. I just freaked myself 
out a bit. Maybe I could try again. Maybe Mrs. Pemberlake would die before next week and I 
wouldn’t have to take any more lessons. As it was, my piano lessons didn’t last for very long. 
I had a big 50 States project that demanded all my time after school. Mama said she 
understood; we could try lessons again another time.  
 
*     *     * 
On the tail end of an era when the globe hung in a precarious position and quite 
possibly in the grip of the Russians, any terrible thing could happen. With the push of a 
button, we might be nothing more than a nuclear glob of slime. Jesus was coming back any 
minute, and the tribulation was drawing terrifyingly near.  
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Worse yet, Tiny Pearson had seen me up close in the local grocery. On a Thursday 
morning in July, I had jogged into the small market crammed with rows of dried goods, 
canned veggies, and locker plant meats while Daddy sat in the truck waiting.  
I had baked several pie shells the night before but needed a box of lemon meringue 
pie mix so I had a dessert to take over to Mrs. Martinez whose husband had died the day 
before. I was calculating the ingredients I needed and just as I rounded aisle two I smelled a 
rank odor, like something dead. I glanced up and there he was squinting at the label on a box 
of Bisquick. His hands were black and his nails long and pointed. 
“Whoah. Oh!” Escaped my lips before I could lock my jaws.  
The witchdoctor raised his head in slow motion and squinted in my direction in an 
awkward sideways glance. The sudden shock of his grotesque presence and the squeak of my 
tennis shoes on the waxed floor made my heart pound and the hair on my arms and legs stand 
straight on end.  
“Excuse me,” I said to the tiled floor. The aisle was so narrow, one of us was going to 
have to jockey for position in order to pass. 
“Mmmhgm.” He said glancing back at the Bisquick for a moment before pointing a 
grubby nail at me, “Aren’t you that girl…?”  
“No. No. I’m most definitely am not.” I said backing up into a pyramid of dog treats. 
My body was on autopilot and it was hightailing out the side door of the store.  
He recognized me, oh God. Oh God. Just call me Peter. I just denied my identity. I 
just denied my faith. I just denied my membership at Pine Forest Baptist Church! “Jesus, I’m 
so sorry!” I yanked on the door handle of the truck. 
“What’s all the hurry about?” Daddy drawled in his lazy bass voice.  
“No lemon meringue pie mix today,” I said slamming the door and ducking down like 
I was searching for something on the floorboard. “I’ll make a chocolate cake instead. We 
need to hurry, though, or it won’t have time to bake.” 
 
*     *     * 
As we girls matured and life got more difficult, Daddy became more aloof. To many 
of the questions I asked from that point forward, his answer was a hapless shrug followed by 
a mumble: “I don’t care,” or “Go ask your mother.” When Deb or I asked him to join us for 
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an outing or a school production his answer was, “That’s for the women and kids.” His 
default answer to matters that he wasn’t readily involved with took root in my heart and I 
started to believe him. I wanted to know him, maybe crawl up on his lap, but I was getting on 
to being a young lady. I peeled potatoes and cooked dinner to show Daddy my love.  
I didn’t really know how to please God either, being that I was a girl. Since I couldn’t 
cook God dinner, I knelt on the gritty hardwood floors of my adobe bedroom hiding my deep 
and secret ache to feel Father’s presence. I said my ritual of prayers, first asking forgiveness, 
then saying words of thanks the way we’d been taught. Next I prayed down the list of people 
who were sick and needy. Then wait there in the cold dark of the high desert. All I could hear 
was Mama’s Singer sewing machine downstairs or the scitterings of mice in the closet.  
Some nights were so silent, a lone wolf could be heard crying far off in the distance. 
Without knowing exactly what I was waiting for, I thought something from the Bible would 
be nice: hearing my name called or a sign or wonder. I wished I could serve my own 
communion wafer or lay my hand on the forehead of a precious soul and feel her fever leave 
her or have sight restored. Night after night I prayed and then waited a while longer before 
pounding my fist into the mattress. “Jesus. If you are my personal savior, doesn’t that mean 
you should be my friend? Doesn’t that mean I should know you?”  
When that didn’t seem to get me very far, I dared to go higher up. “God. I promise to 
obey you.” Twisting folded fingers, “And I…I love you. I do. I love you. Do you believe 
that? I love you!” If only I could say it enough times, maybe I would believe it and the 
Divine Other would speak or send a mighty rushing wind or rain for the gardens and crops.  
Nothing.  
It wasn’t for lack of hope. I said all this knowing it was not altogether ladylike to 
speak to Father and Son like that. Probably God was perturbed that I feigned illness instead 
being courageous about Door Knocking. God might not have been pleased that I pondered 
thoughts like what I would do if Tiny Pearson tried to hurt us or worse yet, my vain 
imaginings when I was in His very House. “God, I said I was sorry for coveting something 
that can never be mine. If we could have a chat face-to-face, you could explain some stuff 
and then I would understand.” 
I knew there was one more part to God because He was three in one, like an egg: 
shell, white, and yolk. If I thought about that too much, I got mixed up. My Sunday school 
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teacher said that we shouldn’t push the example too far and maybe I should stop asking so 
many questions. The egg business didn’t make much sense, but I really liked the story of the 
Holy Spirit “visiting” Mary. My imagination could run away with that, but I knew that we 
only prayed to God and Jesus after listening to Pastor’s sermons. After all, the Holy Spirit 
didn’t make special things happen anymore (that was all finished during Peter’s time…or 
was it Paul’s?) I thought it was kinda disappointing that the Holy Spirit’s main job nowadays 
was sealing my redemption like dripped wax on an envelope. It was a giant let down because 
I liked to imagine the Holy Spirit being more like Mama. Full of light and comfort. 
When my heart was racing from my asthma medicine, and I was unable to sleep, I 
spent a long time thinking about how amazing it would have been to be alive during that 
long-ago time with those flames of fire and all. If I was a girl then instead of now, I might 
have been able to sneak up close to Jesus without anyone noticing. I’d touch him and He’d 
turn and look right into my eyes. Then God would know how much I loved him. As it was, I 
lived here. Far, far away. I climbed up between the cold, crisp sheets, looking out at the black 
night hoping that some day I’d get things right and God would come.  
 
*     *     * 
Like my Mama had been when she was a young girl, I couldn’t go outside much any 
more because of my poor health. I too looked at the physical world through the paned glass 
separating us from the natural wonders outdoors and other kids my age, my eyes wide with 
wonder. But I eventually felt closer to mothers and babies and to the adults working through 
complexities of their relationships than I did with other young people. Quiet and easy, I 
quilted with women and served deserts and tea. I began to understand their intimacies and 
hang ups while other kids were yelling and playing chase and fighting over the rules or who 
got to be captain. I hated needle work, but was intrigued by the threads that wove together 
relational complexities. It was too bad that women didn’t talk about the Bible much.  
 
When the Universe Shifts 
Pastor Morales arrived in the midst of our tribulations—a gentle, kind shepherd. He 
had deep brown eyes and shiny black hair. He could preach just fine about Hell, but he was 
the only preacher I ever saw who kneeled before the Lord. He’d go down on one knee, 
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holding his big King James Bible clutched in one hand and his other hand raised up and 
quietly weep before the Lord for his people. I didn’t close my eyes when he prayed like 
that—with his hand stretched out. I was sure his hands were warm. Daydreamer that I was, I 
imagined that when he extended his hand out like that, that he was praying for me, that 
maybe if I was a little closer he might touch my forehead and whisper a little blessing. 
But that didn’t happen in real life. Pastor Morales held my hand during the prayer 
before I had my tonsils out. When few choices remained, the doctors determined that my 
tonsils and adenoids were complicating my breathing and levels of infection. I was silly from 
the pre-op meds and don’t remember much other than rubbing my nose over and over and 
giggling while Pastor prayed. He also baptized me when our family was all baptized together. 
We were the first group in the church’s new baptistery, which was filled with ice water right 
out of the hose. We girls wore oversized blue smocks made out of curtain material so nothing 
akin to a curve would show when we came up out of the water. I was small I didn’t have any 
curves and had to sit on Pastor’s knee. I was thankful for that because that blue smock would 
have tugged me down to the icy depths like an anchor had I not been perched on his knee and 
him with a tight grip on the back of my neck. 
Pastor Morales was the real deal. He must have known that his congregation had trust 
issues and truckloads of pain from all the church split troubles. He didn’t seem overly 
concerned about kicking Satan and his minions out of the county and he was the first pastor 
to ever come out to visit us on the farm. His daddy had been a farmer in New Mexico and he 
knew a lot more than just the Bible. On a stormy night we had sows farrowing, he showed up 
in brown polyester pants and a cotton shirt. Mama thanked him for coming and handed him 
some overalls, gloves and rubber boots. If I hadn’t known better, I would have thought he 
was a regular person right then especially with that hat pulled down low. But that was 
nothing like the time he came running up the stairs of his house in his stockin’ feet. Now that 
was bona fide shock.   
 I was at the parsonage to babysit the pastor’s kids one afternoon; I’d come early to get 
the feeling of where everything was. Jeanie, Preacher’s wife, was a petite redhead. Deb 
suspected that kind of red only came out of a bottle, but boy, was she a firecracker. I don’t 
think Jeanie was called into the ministry. I didn’t know how all that works, but she seemed to 
come along behind her husband with a giant eraser, obliterating every good thing that her 
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husband ever said or did. Drama took on a whole new form with Jeanie. Preacher loved her 
anyway.  
 We had been upstairs, Jeanie and me. The baby was perched on her hip while she was 
showing me which jammies her three boys should wear and whatnot. We were just about to 
go back down to the kitchen, but I figured I should ask about which of the toddlers knew how 
to use the potty. We stood on the landing talking through that kind of thing when up comes 
the pastor. He must not have seen me because he came bounding up the stairs in his socks 
and grabs his wife all intimate-like. I spun away so I didn’t have to see all the what-all. She 
just tee-hee’d and said, “Preacher, we have Donna Ward here to babysit the boys.”  
I’d heard that Pastor Morales had been a football player when he married Jeanie, a 
cheerleader. They were wild in their day, living in sin before coming to Christ. He mumbled 
something into her red hair and straightened up. “Oh! Well. Hello there, Donna. So glad you 
could come.” Sounded just like his greeting at the front door of the church. I didn’t look 
anywhere but at the mashed footprints in the orange shag carpet. We all felt better 
again…now that things were back to normal. Except that he still had only socks on his feet. 
 Pastor must have visited the farm more than once. Our place wasn’t exactly one 
where an anointed man of God would want to spend much time. Mama was desperate for 
help and whenever a visitor stopped in, she couldn’t afford to break stride in whatever it was 
she was doing. She’d just welcome you in and hand you a potato peeler or a chicken to pluck 
or a shovel if she was out in the garden. Visiting could be done while work progressed. If the 
church had a dinner circle of sorts, Mama and Daddy did not include themselves. Mama was 
too private and with the women always being separated from the men, I’m guessing she 
could not stand being in the presence of scheming Jeanie Morales for more than a few 
minutes.  
One late autumn evening the Pastor had come by for a house visit and since it was 
after dark, we were all gathered near the wood stove. Pastor was sitting on the couch beside 
me doing magic tricks with a quarter. He was keeping us kids amused while hardly breaking 
stride in the light-hearted conversation about the weather or lack thereof; and the neighbors 
who had just harvested their crops. He made the coin disappear and reappear. Gone again. 
Where? In my ear? His visit was our entertainment, so it was expected that we kids would 
stay and participate.  
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With time, the magic coin game faded and we knew the adults were about to start 
talking serious. I figured the pastor had slipped the coin into his pants pocket. So when he 
wasn’t looking, I reached in there and grabbed it.  
Aha! I was right. I outsmarted Pastor. Yippee for me! 
I grinned and looked at my mother. Oh, my Lord. Mama’s face flushed a purplish 
color and she stood up real quick.  
“Donna Kaye, come to the kitchen to help with the coffee, please,” she said in one of 
those tones that means she wasn’t merely asking if I wanted to. By the time I trotted in 
behind her, she was already leaning over the sink with her back to me holding her face like 
the time she got hot chili juice in her eye. After several shuddering, gulps of breath, she 
spoke without turning around. “We never put our hands in another person’s pocket.”  
“But, we were just playing a game.” I couldn’t imagine that my mother thought I was 
stealing. 
“A lady never puts her hands in man’s pocket.” Her whisper reverberated in the sink 
basin. 
“Yes, Mama.” I knew I’d stepped over a line and had done something disastrously 
inappropriate. In silence, I helped get coffee cups and sugar and cream in our finest dishes. 
“Can you have Deb serve, please? I need the bathroom.” I couldn’t look at the pastor’s face 
again that night knowing I had done something so terrible. Surely I had sinned…and didn’t 
even know what it was. 
 “Sis,” I asked Deb while we were brushing our teeth a few days later, “why can’t we 
ever put our hands in a man’s pocket?” 
“Duh. I can’t believe you’re even asking me this.” She spit and scooped up a handful 
of water to gargle. “His thing is in there and you might accidentally touch it.” 
Pastor was a man, so of course he had a thing. We lived on a farm where every single 
crawling creature either had a thing, or a place to put it. It was common to see the 
transactions taking place. The shame was not that I had come face to face with the reality that 
Pastor Morales had a male anatomy. The devastation came with my mother’s embarrassment 
at my crossing of a holy barrier. I had forgotten for a moment that this kind man was God’s 
anointed. It was as if I’d been caught trying to sneak into the Holy of Holies.  
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*     *     * 
Dogs that are abandoned and left to scavenge for themselves join wild dogs who then 
crossbreed with wolves and run together in a pack, moving between ranches and slaughtering 
sheep. As Deb and I lay in bed at night, we could hear the coyotes howling far off in the 
distance, but we could also hear an answering yipping and howling of the hybrid wolf pack 
on the move…close, moving closer. The sound, so primal, was precisely like a woman crying 
out in pain. It made the blood run cold. We sat up in bed, the hair on our arms and neck 
standing on end. I could hear myself swallow in my ears. My whisper sounded loud when I 
said to Deb, “Sounds like they’re over on Paul Brown’s place or maybe Rodriquez’s. Why 
don’t they kill those dogs?”  
“They can’t get ‘em. Those wolf dogs are extra smart—smarter than just plain wolves 
because they’ve been abused by humans. They are out for revenge. Sherry said that when 
they’re out on kill, nothing can stop them. They’ll circle around several men on horses and 
take them all down.” Deb had a knack for making the most mundane story into a gruesome, 
terrifying tale. “They’ll devour everything but the bloody skulls.”  
The truth of the matter was that men in the two adjoining counties had been trying to 
trap or shoot the leader of said pack, a huge white husky/wolf cross with ice blue eyes and 
fangs. The stories circulated how it would lunge and attack a man if he got in its path. 
One morning in the grey of early dawn, Mama looked out the kitchen window and 
saw that the landscape was odd. The grass wasn’t lying right and the sheep were running 
crazy. Just beyond the garden one of her ewes was down, rolled onto its back. Its stomach, 
soft and pink was exposed to the snarling fangs of the wild dogs circling, circling, circling. 
None of us witnessed the scene, but I’d seen her move before, a stealth shooter reaching for 
the rifle. With one clean shot, she aimed right through the kitchen window above the sink. 
The grey wolf/husky went down and the wild dogs scattered. Mama ran out yelling at them 
then, throwing rocks. Sobbing, she righted the sheep and tended to its wounds.  
For at least a decade, the bullet hole, a jagged circle of torn metal, remained in our 
window screen. Maybe she just didn’t get around to replacing it. Maybe it was left there on 
purpose so her teenage daughters knew that these kind of things are permanent. Maybe she 
couldn’t see that there was a tear outside the skin of her soul.  
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*     *    *      
“Gossipers. The whole lot of them.”  
Unlike the other women who were sniveling and catty, gossiping and swapping 
recipes and having babies, my Mama was silent, and she did not socialize with them. Though 
she would never say such things aloud, my guess is that she found so little character and 
strength in her female companions she chose to walk on alone. Refusing to be a loose-
tongued woman, running around, she chose not to sin and remained quiet and at home. Mama 
could be found out in the garden, canning, farming …only visiting briefly over a cup of tea 
and lemon bars on the occasion that another woman stopped in for a dozen of eggs or a glass 
gallon jug of milk. Even then, it would be kept to polite conversation.  
The time other women spent shopping or volunteering on the PTA, Mama studied 
history, art and science and the Scriptures. She rubbed that thumbnail back and forth slowly 
across her bottom lip during the sermon when the pastor said something disagreeable. Her 
brow would furrow and I suppose it would be fearsome to be up there behind the pulpit 
preaching to Mama and having her give that look. Did the pastor ever know that Mama was 
educated in Latin and classic literature and ancient languages? Most likely not. She kept 
silent, unless asked for her opinion. 
I wondered if Mama had a collection of unanswered questions about the Bible like I 
did such as why the Holy Spirit got so quiet and still after that remarkable show of power in 
the Book of Acts. With so much sadness and confusion and injustice still existing, I fought a 
niggling sense that there was more—a whole lot more—to the Holy Spirit. This missing 
person of the Trinity, so vital to who we are as made in God’s image. It wasn’t much of a 
stretch to say that even if the Holy Spirit was not at all recognizable at church, She certainly 
was in our home.  
Mama carved sculptures from cypress knees, a soft wood that her daddy, Papa Dyer, 
fetched from the swamps of Florida. She would take one and prop it up in a prominent spot, 
usually in the middle of the breakfast table where she’d sit and study the piece of wood or 
gaze at it from different vantage points while she worked in the kitchen. The knobby, odd 
shaped stump would sometimes sit in the middle of the kitchen for months. If a guest stopped 
in, they were welcome to comment too. We’d see Mama in a deep ponder, rubbing her thumb 
across her bottom lip. This was not merely a look of disagreement; it was an expression of 
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patient awareness. She was seeing something beautiful but not yet visible to the human eye. 
In the different pieces of wood saw the Three Graces, a Middle Eastern woman with a jug 
balanced on her head, an old cowboy with his spurred boots and lariat, and praying hands. 
Only after months of careful study did she set about carving the piece into the beautiful 
image she had envisioned long before. 
I have felt her similar gaze upon me, my source of inspired hope. Perhaps it was 
simple looks like these that protected me from condemnation. She sees something that I don’t 
yet know. Her hands have rested upon my head. To this day, her prayers surround and shape 
my reality. My will bends to the heart of God because of her dialog with him. God’s will also 
bends toward us because of her dialog with him, of that I am sure. I’ve heard that when God 
looks upon us it is with that of mother’s loving gaze upon her child. I know that look, have 
seen it and felt it. I know the fire of her inspiration and hope. But I also know she’ll shoot to 
kill or bludgeon an intruder, never backing down to protect hearth and home. Being sealed 
until the day of redemption may require a few battles. If so, I am sure of the Holy Spirit’s 
presence and have an idea of what might be going on in the heavenly realms.  
My mother’s only kryptonite was the church’s authority. Though we lived in a 
community whose women became convicted about their attire and started wearing only long 
dresses and empty eyes, Mama still wore pants (just not in church) and light danced in her 
eyes. We girls learned to work like men, all the while being modest and keeping a gentle 
spirit. By the time her daughters grew into puberty, it was our responsibility to stay hidden, 
lest we tempt a man. The church taught us that Eve was the mother of the original disaster; 
therefore, women could not be trusted. In fact, everyone was better off if we would just be 
quiet. We girls were mostly invisible, yet my sisters and I held Mama’s secret. 
 
*     *     * 
Another terrible church split eventually happened. My beloved Pastor Morales left 
and I would never see him again. Shortly after the family moved away, Jeanie decided she 
didn’t want to be a pastor’s wife anymore. We heard that she’d left him for another nice man 
and that my gentle shepherd was arrested for attempted murder. Rumor has it that he was so 
overcome with passionate outrage that he had to go to jail for threatening that other man with 
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a gun. I couldn’t understand how a wife could miss the beauty of her husband’s outstretched 
hands when he prayed.  
 Another handsome, God-fearing leader with a Cheshire grin and bulging muscles 
took the pulpit. His lovely wife sat up straight and silent on the front pew. Several years 
passed before we learned that he found the church pianist more compelling than his pretty 
wife. He too left us, a flock of bleating sheep without a shepherd.  
By the time my teen years arrived, our church had suffered numerous bloody battles 
within the same war. In my world they were equivalent to the horrors of wars we had to 
study about in history class. Fully clothed in the armor of God, the parishioners set out to 
fight bloody battles amongst themselves. Safe from the corruption of the world, we were 
never safe from one another. Pine Forest Baptist Church had a severe autoimmune disease. 
Our defense system could not decipher what was a poisonous outside threat from its own 
tissue. It attacked itself, killing the body from the inside out. I wondered how this could be 
mistaken for standing against evil.  
I had long since forgotten Tiny Pearson. He was as disillusioned and dark as his 
appearance pronounced. But, I have since had to ask myself, what is more of a threat to a kid: 
the bully down the street or ongoing family abuse within the sanctuary of his or her own 
home? Tiny Pearson died a few years after our last encounter in the grocery store. His 
woman and two scraggly kids disappeared, leaving us with the destruction of our own 
making.  
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Part II 
One Good Road 
  
“The light shines in the darkness,  
but the darkness has not understood it” (John 1:5). 
 
It’s been said that when Native Americans still roamed free, relying on wildlife and 
nature for their provision, infants of these indigenous peoples had to learn about living life in 
a Papoose, the cradle board made of soft animals skins in which the child would be laced and 
tied to his mother or sister’s back. Even as a tiny infant, the child was taught never to cry 
when strapped in. It was too dangerous. A crying baby would scare away wild game, their 
potential food source or give up the tribe’s hiding spot to an enemy. How did they learn to be 
silent? When a baby cried the mother gently pinched the infant’s nostrils while also covering 
his mouth so he couldn’t inhale. Quietly shushing the little one, mother would explain that 
such outbursts were not okay, and the baby quickly learned that this natural tendency was not 
an effective one when in the Papoose.  
We church kids learned a similar lesson. Noise about discomfort was unnecessary and 
detrimental. Little empathy was given for physical suffering; if it wasn’t serious enough to be 
added to the prayer lists on Wednesday night, you kept it to yourself. Prayer requests were 
reserved for monumental crises such as Ron getting his hand mangled in the hay baler or a 
set of twins with pneumonia. Complaints were as taboo as spitting indoors. 
Unless, of course, you were Thelma Wiggins. I cleaned house for Thelma, a plump 
little woman bent over from the magnitude of her bosom. Her round bottom looked to me 
like it would have balanced things out and tipped her back up, but I guess her back wasn’t as 
strong as it looked. Her hands and feet looked like they were screwed on to her wrists and 
ankles like a doll. She had to stay sitting or lying down to elevate her feet for much of the 
day, unless she was getting us snacks. She was rich and though I couldn’t imagine what 
might possibly be the source of such dramatic discomfort, what with a grand master bedroom 
like hers decorated in the extravagant shades of pink and big red roses (and even smelled like 
roses). Still Thelma suffered loudly from every malady ever invented. If it had a medical 
diagnosis, she was aggrieved of it.  
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Thelma Wiggins raised her hand to be added to the list of prayer requests every 
Wednesday night. Deb and I no longer had to sit with our parents in church, although 
anything short of strict attention was forbidden. From where we sat with the young people on 
the opposite side of the church, time stood still. Thelma’s hand went up. I turned to my sister, 
eyes opened wide in mock horror and said in a stage whisper, “What do you think is wrong 
with Thelma?”  
Deb put on a deadpan face and answered, “It’s. Her. ‘Flea-bite-us.’ Acting up a-gain.” 
We enacted whole dramas with ventriloquist lips and without being noticed. Once we were 
safely back in the car or at home we laughed so hard we just about peed our pants. 
All laughing aside, we lived by the rules. Life was difficult. We carried on. We 
pushed through without complaint. Medicine was unnecessary unless you had a serious 
infection. If you were so unfortunate, Mama took you out to the barn refrigerator and you got 
a shot of penicillin. The end. Professional medical intervention was not to be trusted and was 
only deemed necessary for life-threatening emergencies, and briefly at that.  
Maybe some kids who had families outside of the church, or whose farm wasn’t 
going belly up, didn’t experience life exactly like we did. 
For seven years we endured severe drought. Our spring-fed cistern turned to dust and 
we had to carry water to the animals and gardens. Mama drove into town to fill a big white 
container on the back of the truck, and paid the city for water. The chickens stretched their 
necks out, eyes bulging; their beaks open and swallowing hard. Thirsty. Pigs squealed and 
gnashed at the faces of the other pigs, groping, stomping and screaming and pushing, 
dumping the precious water that just poured. They sucked up the water as fast as we could 
pour it. Cows ran to where I was perched precariously on top of the fence positioned above 
the dry trough and head-butted the five-gallon bucket from which I poured. We poured and 
poured and poured. My mother, silent, exhausted, and determined, never wavered. 
Daddy had to get a job on the oilrigs in New Mexico to keep food on the table. Our 
little brother, Robert, now ten years old, worked the animals, tilled the land, repaired vehicles 
and carried the weight and worry of a man. 
We watched helplessly as the fields burned under the scorching sun. With unshakable 
faith, we trusted God to provide. The adobe soil turned hard as brick and cracks formed three 
or four inches wide, and several feet deep. In the night, neighboring thieves desperate for 
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their own livestock and crops “cut the ditch” and what little bit of water was still trickling 
down the ditch from the head gate was rerouted and disappeared. On more than one occasion 
Robert stood watch over the ditches at night with his rifle in hand.  
I lay awake listening to the drums beating across the river, secretly hoping that the 
Indians could somehow convince their spirits to send rain. I was no longer picky. What if we 
Baptists didn’t hold the ticket on truth after all? And if we did, I would ask for forgiveness 
later.  
We learned at school that each tribe had its own particular ceremonies for bringing 
rain. The Tohono O'odham tribe sang and dance and drank wine made from cactus juice. The 
Hopi danced with live rattlesnakes in their mouths to encourage the gods to send rain. It was 
a heathen thought, but I silently wondered who’s prayers would actually bring the precious 
precipitation that would come in a flash, pounding the earth and running off in gullies of red, 
slicking the clay and disappearing into the deep cracks in the earth.  
The farm suffered terribly. Ma beat herself against the adobe soil long since turned to 
brick, while Dad drove eight hours each day to and from the oil fields. When Dad finally 
made his way home in his Blue Dickie overalls, he was so exhausted he didn’t have the 
energy to unlace his steel-toed boots. He slept on the floor with his muddy boots on the mat 
by the door.  
“No tears, no tears up there, no tears in Heaven fair…” Tears would be wiped away in 
Heaven, which we knew was a metaphorical term for being sad because we didn’t see tears 
down here either. Fundamentalists do not do emotion, except for when sinners occasionally 
sniffled up at the altar while their heads were bowed and eyes closed.  
We also sang, “What a day of rejoicing that will be.” Rejoicing was also metaphorical 
for how happy the hosts of Heaven get when a sinner repents and accepts Jesus as his Lord 
and Savior. We heard a lot about how glorious and restful and bright Heaven would be. I 
wondered if I was the only one who wanted to live and rejoice and maybe even shed some 
tears before then.  
 
*     *     * 
 “DK, how do you make wine?” Deb asked. We were hanging clothes out to dry. 
Many important and enlightening conversations took place while pinning our entire family’s 
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wardrobe, including our delicates out on the line for the world to see. When we were 
children, we rolled big firewood stumps up close to the clothesline. We then positioned them 
so we could stand on them, which put us up high enough so we could pin together Mama and 
Daddy’s clothes and role play and do mini-dramas.  
While we were waiting for our own boobies to arrive, Deb and I rolled our firewood 
stumps under the line where Mama’s bras were pinned. We took turns putting our arms 
through the straps so the other could give feedback on which style of bra looked best.  
But not today, we were older with more serious issues at hand like boys and 
babysitting jobs. We discussed who was doing drugs or sneaking out of the house. 
“How would I know how to make wine? You need oak barrels and, I dunno, 
vineyards?” 
“Have you ever tasted hard cider?”  
“Seriously, Deb. No.”  
“If you don’t heat the cider or make it into vinegar, I think it turns to a kind of beer,” 
Deb said hanging cotton blouses that were murder to iron.  
“Nuh-uh.”  
My sister was quickly becoming a woman of the world.  
“Yessir. Wanna try it?”  
“Is this gonna turn out like your bright idea of tweezing my legs?” 
“Fine. Be that way. I don’t need your help.”  
Argh, with that line she had me. Against my better judgment, on more than one 
occasion I had followed Deb into pain and misfortune. This seemed relatively harmless in 
comparison. That night we snuck into the white armoire where Mama was making vinegar.  
You’ve heard the riddle, “What is older than its mother?” The answer is vinegar. 
Ma’s apple cider vinegar was made from fresh pressed apple juice that she stored in big glass 
jars with a bit “of mother,” a glob of snotty looking phlegm left over from a previous batch. 
Deb figured that we could arrange the jars just so and strain the vinegar slime back out of the 
fresh cider. Mama would never notice. We then hid a half-gallon of cider under her bed to let 
it ferment. It was the closest thing to alcohol I imbibed until I went to seminary.  
*     *     * 
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Embedded even in the early years of my life while I conquered mountains of laundry 
and potatoes, changed diapers, and fed pigs, there was an undeniable ache to know Jesus. In 
sixth grade I realized I was missing the crucial thing. Men fascinated me. What was it about 
the need for a fly in front of men’s clothing that made God favor them so? I wished that I had 
been born a man so that I too could enter into the ministry and study the Bible. If that wish 
couldn’t come true, my next wish was that my desire to know the mysteries of God would be 
taken away. 
Later that year I had an epiphany. I wrote in a secret notebook: 
When I was a child, I spake as a child,  
I understood as a child, I thought as a child: 
but when I [didn’t] became a man,  
I put away childish things (I Cor. 13:11, KJV) 
…and grew breasts.  
 
I became an artist of the male species long before I secretly sketched the gorgeous, 
lanky form of Brian Vanderby bent over his own sketchpad in high school art class. Our 
entire world was oriented around this “superior” half of humanity with outside plumbing, 
muscles and power. Girls learned from an early age how to watch male body language for 
necessary prompts. It was the only reliable communication between genders. 
We church girls also knew how to fill in the gaps. Children of alcoholics can describe 
how uncanny their ability is to read and intuit a situation. Even as children they recognize 
subtle cues. I’d been doing it my whole life—I just didn’t know why. 
Men predominated my cultural landscape and my Bible. I couldn’t understand why 
God had left women and girls out of the story, but whatever. I figured if He had set up his 
plan for humanity this way, God would look the other way when I had to work my way 
around it. That’s what the few women in scripture did, wasn’t it? 
My approach was about to change. This childish desire to be man began slipping 
away, with the simultaneous awakening to the discovery of a power of my own. If you can’t 
be one of them, you’ll either lie down with them or you’ll learn to navigate your way around 
them. Indeed, women did have power. I would be a navigator.  
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With the arrival of my little dual power pack positioned about chest high, I learned I 
was nominally pretty, somewhat smart, terrible at sports, and though I had friends who were 
both more in with the popular crowd and more out than I was, I survived high school without 
casualty. My horizons opened, however, when my sister, Deb, got her driver’s license.  
F-R-E-E-D-O-M!  
The rule at our house was that we could date as early as we wanted as long as one 
member of the family accompanied us on that date. How totally spectacular! Deb was 
sixteen, and I was fourteen. Together, my sister, my comrade in arms, the one with whom I 
decoded and outsmarted most of life—discovered boys that year. Deb and I started hanging 
out with other youth groups. As much as I loved Jesus, the services were as dull as dirt, but 
the boys made it worthwhile and Mama was happy that we were “in church”. Let the games 
begin.  
We kicked into high gear and dated guys from the entire western slope of the United 
States and Texas. We went to the lake all summer long and hitched rides with the rich 
vacationing boys who owned or rented boats. We showed them the best coves, places to 
water ski, and swimming spots.  
Soon what started out as a game wasn’t so fun any more. The dream started slipping 
sideways when some invisible force began to separate us. I wanted Deb back. I missed her 
excuses for not doing dishes, her laughter and wide-eyed storytelling. It didn’t take long to 
recognize that our individualized approaches to our newest discovery might alienate us 
forever.  
 
Each generation figures they are the first to be so radical with the three options of 
drugs, sex, and dangerous driving stunts. Farm kids are geniuses at creating their own 
entertainment…especially with driving stunts. No sooner did we undertake a wild-brained 
venture such as four-wheeling on mountain cliffs (sans common sense) I would chastise 
myself for having been so stupid. I was not one to wallow, so when I didn’t know what else 
to do, I willfully chose to forget it. I found this worked well for many of life’s unexplainable 
frustrations. I have a terrible memory still.  
Drugs were ho-hum and stupid—who needed them?  
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Sex? One can’t deny that the whole atmosphere for rural kids is permeated with sex. 
We inseminated. We birthed. We buried. It was base and dirty and natural. It was as much a 
part of living as blowing one’s nose or pooping—it wasn’t pretty, but it was our reality. As if 
that wasn’t enough, our breeding pen was right next to the highway…at the bus stop. 
(Seriously, Mom and Dad?) It wasn’t a far stretch then to slip into something akin to Gnostic 
thought: flesh is filthy and troublesome; spirit and Heaven is good. Jesus is both human and 
divine, but his humanity was basically a necessity in God’s plan to get him to the cross.  
Deb, the free spirit, whose DNA was to be a hippy out dancing under the moon in 
swirling skirts, was far from Gnostic. She fell in wholly in love with every boy she met. I 
was not so free. By the time I was fifteen, I made out with double the number of guys, but 
love was not my game. Keeping the numbers high helped convince me that no one mattered. 
I was angry that Deb was so vulnerable.  
“Tease, but don’t please” became my motto. I lured guys in for the sheer pleasure of 
having them beg for more. At the point when most girls were lying flat on their backs, I was 
upping my game. I found human nature boringly pathetic. Didn’t they know what was 
happening? This was Barnyard 101. Those guys didn’t want us girls. They just wanted a 
piece of us girls.  
Journey, Foreigner, and Styx blared from the stereos of trucks cruising main or those 
cars parked behind the bowling alley in the next town over: “I’ve been waiting for a girl like 
to you to come into my life. Waiting for something new to make me feel alive.” Yes, darling. 
So you say. Pathetic. My high came with knowing what everyone else seemed to be 
missing—the delicious power of making a man ache and beg for more…and then telling him 
tonight was not his lucky night. It was time to go home. 
Some were desperate. Some were dangerous. I obliterated the desperate and refused 
to play with the dangerous ones. I knew when to flirt and when to be invisible or aloof. There 
were guys in our church that we knew not to date and to never ride in their car. My daddy 
thought the sun rose and set on some of those church boys. Mama busied herself in the 
garden. Date rape in our local high school was redlining the stats for the entire US. The lusty 
high school jocks with their locker room cajoling and conquests were our church boys. It was 
their daddies who bragged about their sons and slapped each other’s backs when they entered 
the Pastor’s Study on Sunday morning.  
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Still, it was our job as girls to protect them. The joy of the Lord looked like a big 
toothy grin with teeth full of decay. Front and center, at the core of our church doctrine were 
lists of rules and threats about sex and its dangers, decidedly far worse than any other sin and 
they bled into every single day. Why wouldn’t they? Pine Forest Baptist had burned through 
five pastors all “victims” of seductresses. Each pastor had fallen hard on his blunt-edged 
sword of moral failure. It was a dark moment in the life of a young girl.  
 Our sex education included four non-negotiables: 
1. When your time of the month arrives, supplies are in the cupboard. 
2. Men are basically walking time bombs. They cannot help themselves. It is your 
responsibility, ladies, to keep them from exploding. 
3. Should the explosion result in a pregnancy, you will marry him.  
4. When you do get married, it is your responsibility to keep him satisfied and 
coming home. If a husband wanders, that too is your fault. 
  Deb and I finally did the math and discovered that my parents had to obey “Point 
#3”. This helped explained why their teen children awakened sleeping giants in them. 
Maybe this is why the tension and silence grew so thick that we could hardly wade 
through it. We didn’t know what we were wading through. NO idea. We limped from an 
injury we knew nothing of.  
  I no longer kneeled begging Jesus to make himself known to me. I loved what I 
knew about him, which was relatively little. We heard a lot about the teachings of the 
Apostle Paul, but Jesus remained a bit blurry. I came to believe only what was most 
obvious, Jesus was holding out. First, I was more Gentile than Jew; then I got the unlucky 
roll of being a female, and now I either had the choice of being silent or manipulative.  
Fabulous. 
 
Rambling Hippie 
 
It was the middle of June when a rambling hippie rolled into town and hired on as a 
ranch hand out at the Stranahan’s Ranch. He bumped along the dusty dirt road to church one 
Sunday in the ranch truck driven by the first lady of the sprawling ranch. Rebecca Stranahan 
was tall and debonair. During the week she wore a fringed suede jacket and wrangler jeans, 
her silver hair tucked up under her cowboy hat. On Sundays she strode into church donned in 
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fine skirts, tall boots and her checkbook. Unapologetic for her large turquoise and silver 
bracelets, she may have single-handedly owned the church building. The hippie might not 
have received as warm a welcome at church that day had he not arrived with Rebecca 
Stranahan. 
That summer I was spending most Sundays with my girlfriend, Leah. Their place 
wasn’t falling apart the way ours was. They had acres of decent soil for their horses and 
champion cattle. Leah’s parents, Mr. and Mrs. B., were pillars in the community and the 
church. While everyone else flailed, they patched up the messes and graciously hosted guests 
from out of town. In addition to their own four teenagers, they never seemed to tire of 
feeding single men, visiting pastors, evangelists, and camp boys as well as a couple of 
misplaced single local guys. Mrs. B. fixed chicken and cheesy rice casserole and homemade 
biscuits. The large pitchers of sweeten iced tea never ran dry. Leah and I helped serve all the 
men warm Pineapple Upside-down Cake with vanilla ice cream or fudgy brownies. It was no 
surprise when the B.’s invited Rebecca Stranahan’s hippie ranch hand to join us for lunch 
too.  
At Leah’s house, we were allowed to forget being ladylike after lunchtime and run 
around being as silly as we liked. Well, Leah did anyway. I was a quiet one, helpful to clean 
up or do whatever I was asked before going out to play ping-pong and volleyball or to jump 
on the trampoline. During the football season, we all sprawled out in front of the television 
and rooted for the Broncos.  
The B’s log rancher had a room that was just for musical instruments and we spent 
hours in it. Never short on fun, we all joined in when Mrs. B. set out a game of dominoes or 
horseshoes. Sometimes we girls would opt to go horseback riding. We camped and boated 
and traveled together and had the time of our lives. Sunday was a day of rest so Mr. and Mrs. 
B. napped every single Sunday. They were a slice of Heaven right here on earth.  
I don’t know where the rambling hippie came from, how long he would stay, or 
where he was going. Kirk was 27 years old and had the most stunning blue eyes, dark olive 
skin and bouncy brown curls. He was kind to everyone but went out of his way to hang out 
with Leah and me. We jumped on the trampoline and tousled and played ball, and…it was all 
so brief. At a time when my daddy was far away and Mama wore a worried and silent frown, 
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and everything was in a vice grip at home; Kirk befriended me. He was a man and I, a 
blossoming young woman. 
A relationship like this one was dangerous. Were any adults keeping watch?  
When he talked to me, it was as if I was looking straight into the eyes of Jesus. I 
wanted to be with him, but not in a sexual way. It made me wonder if Jesus felt threatened by 
the women he invited to be his friends. I searched through the Gospels looking for a time 
when Jesus pushed a woman away, but I was finding something very different. With Kirk, I 
didn’t have to be invisible or a navigator. I would have rather died than hurt him; he was so 
beautiful and kind. I would keep him safe.  
Kirk’s friendship felt like being with my Mama—only he was a man. I found him 
baffling. I don’t remember what we talked about, but he recognized my ache to know more 
about Jesus. He invited me to speak openly and from my heart. He let me be young and 
mature at the same time. It was the very first time a man had asked me what I was thinking 
about. He enjoyed our friendship and found me…trustworthy. 
Kirk loved music artists such as Keith Green and a movement he called Jesus People. 
He didn’t appear to be preoccupied with standing against sin; he moved toward people, even 
misfits like me. “Oh man, they really love Jesus, Donna. You would dig hanging out with 
these folks!” I didn’t know such world existed. My hippie friend awakened me to an entirely 
new horizon, one filled with a community of people who loved to sing and dance filled with 
delight and hope. They were lovers of Jesus.  
He was one of the few people who saw inside that church building yet remained 
unaffected by it. Unscathed. It lost some of its power when he was there. He might have been 
a mess too with a sketchy past. He didn’t pretend to be one way or another. But he was safe. 
And I don’t know why he chose me. I think I might have known even then, that his being 
there was absolutely a picture of God’s grace even though I had no words yet to describe it. 
At a time of dark confusion and apathy, Kirk embodied the Gospel of John for me.  
At summer’s end, he left for Texas and married a beautiful woman named Belynda 
and soon they had a baby girl, Bethany. Still, Kirk continued to write to me. He opened and 
closed each one of his letters with a greeting like Paul wrote in his Epistles. He asked me 
what was on my mind, what mattered most to girl of fourteen and then gave me wisdom and 
advice. In each letter he wrote something kind such as: “I keep you in my heart, Love Kirk.” 
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His wife wrote in the margin, “It’s true. I know this because his eyes light up anytime he says 
your name. You are very much loved by Kirk.”  
The chores imprisoned my family. There was no end to the mud and filth and 
backbreaking labor or the shame of it all. I carried a new burden of guilt for enjoying myself 
with the B’s and having seen the light of joy in the eyes of my hippie friend. I became silent 
and angry at my parents for not changing their circumstances.  
The church was splitting again. The farm was going under. Deb no longer wanted to 
be with us. She was on her own search and moved away from home. I put my time in at high 
school but counted the days. I was spiraling into a desperate search and determination to find 
a church that didn’t abuse and a marriage that would last. If I could just get out of this hole, I 
would never, never do what these pastors had done to my family.  
Maybe Heaven was all that we longed for, but I would not wait until Jesus returned or 
for death to be my escape.  
 
*      *     * 
I attended numerous denominations and enjoyed aspects of each, but it was the 
Pentecostals who I found to be crazy in love with Jesus and alive like Kirk was. On a rare 
vacation to visit family “Back East,” two Ohio boys caught my heart, “wholly, completely.” 
They were best buddies attending a little Pentecostal Holiness church in Toledo Ohio. They 
were friends with Jesus People and couldn’t get enough of Jesus either. Jamé Wallace and 
Dave Estel actually wanted to be in church and were leading the youth group, playing rock 
music, stoking the fire of the gospel and the Holy Spirit. I was baffled. Here it was. This is 
what I wanted. I had to be with them.  
I lived hundreds of miles away in a world these Pentecostal boys could never 
imagine. Yet, I had seen an alternative and I was determined to set about making it my own. 
I’d also caught a glimpse of city life, one with clean manicured lawns and white houses with 
pretty black shutters. Where we had only scorching drought, I had been soaked in the glory 
of warm afternoon rain showers. At a time when Jesus felt as scarce as rain, I dared to 
venture out toward a people who danced in celebration of His presence. 
Mama stayed up all night sewing and perfectly tailoring a beautiful black suit for me 
to wear to my upcoming job interviews in a far away city.  
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*     *     * 
Robert James Waller once wrote, “All you need is one good road.” Lucky for me, I 
had discovered the reach of the two-lane highway just past the row of mailboxes at the end of 
the drive. Such knowledge was all I needed. I knew that after driving for several hours north 
and toward the morning sky, the highway climbed up over the rugged Rocky Mountains 
where the spring snow plunged and tumbled down the mountainside. From there, its icy 
waters did a free fall over red cliffs, a breathtaking display of nature’s bridal veil to the 
crystal clear river carving the floor of the canyon. After crossing over the Continental Divide, 
the narrow road snakes in hairpin curves down, down to the sprawling wheat fields below 
where eventually the two-lanes connect to the I-80 and carry a girl about as far as she could 
imagine either to the east or to the west. I chose east. I was going to the city. If freedom 
proved difficult to find, I would make my own. With a few dollars in my pocket and a 
boyfriend at the other end of a pay phone, I would leave my family and that gorgeous, wild 
country. 
On May 23rd, ten days after my high school graduation, I awakened to the bright 
sunshine. Dressing in a hurry, I touched up my hair with the curling iron, combed on little 
mascara, and sprinted downstairs with my small suitcase already packed from the night 
before. I took three-year-old DiAnna, our parents’ surprise package, to the potty and helped 
her change out of her jammies into a cute little pair of jeans and a pink top. She was adept 
now at scrunching her own shoes on and I made sure they were on the right feet. I fixed her 
breakfast, an orange crunch muffin and scrambled eggs, while I stood by her booster seat and 
gulped down my own.  
Along the way, I gently encouraged Mama to hurry. She had already spent a couple 
hours out doing chores and was out in the garden tending the young plants. Mama always ran 
late when it was time to leave. I went out to the garden. “Good morning! I gave her a kiss on 
the cheek. I have a hot cup of tea and a warm muffin waiting on the table for you. Why don’t 
you come on in and enjoy it before it gets cold.”  
“Alright,” she said.  
“Mama, please right now. We need to leave soon.” After I had lured her into the 
kitchen with a hot cup of tea, she’d get sidetracked washing up the breakfast dishes or 
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starting a batch of egg noodles for soup later that night. If I pushed too hard, Mama would go 
slower.  
I brushed my teeth, hefted my suitcase into the back of the old Dodge truck. I did not 
take a final look around. I wanted to forget. I jogged back into the house to get my little sister 
whose hair was blonde like an angel’s, a child who could have been my very own, who I 
rocked in the night and sang lullabies to. We had named our tiny baby after Princess Di. She 
was a petite little cutie who looked like me, but belonged solely to my mother. “Let’s go bye-
bye, sweet lil Di!”  
“Me go too?” she surely said with an excited squeal. 
“Yes, for now.”  
“Mama go bye-bye too?”  
“Yes… if she’ll hurry up.” I pushed my baby sister up into the cab of the truck and 
heaved a big sigh, waiting for Mama who knew I could not be late for my plane, but had no 
idea of the passage of time.  
“Mama hurry up.” DiAnna parroted back to me while pretending to drive. We waited. 
I had to run back into the kitchen to fetch DiAnna’s special blankie and remind Mama that 
we must leave in five minutes.  
My silent accomplice finally appeared at the back door. There on the steps she made 
one last pause in case she forgot anything, her face in its typical thoughtful furrow. She put 
shoulders back, rubbed her thumbnail across her bottom lip and surveyed the Old Hallowell 
Place. I prayed that she wouldn’t by chance remember that she might have left the water 
running in the garden or that an animal needed her care out on the back forty. Her hair was 
curled and pulled up in tidy chignon, her face clean and soft and make-up free. No one would 
know by her neatly pressed slacks and floral cotton blouse that she had just been out working 
so hard. Her dress shoes, sensible leather flats, allowed her to move swiftly now, if she could 
just tear herself away. Was she stalling on purpose? I didn’t know. Her pauses were sacred 
like prayers. We didn’t hurry her.  
I glanced away and busied myself with DiAnna who would keep us occupied during 
the thirty-minute ride to the tiny two-gate airport. When Mama finally got in behind the 
wheel, we talked about what was growing garden and the new chicks that had just hatched 
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that morning. We discussed other farmer’s fields when we passed by and trivial incidentals 
such as that.  
I only know these things because they were how other days progressed. I remember 
nothing at all of that particular day or the days leading up to or following. The mind is a 
mysterious steward of information especially in times of uncertainty. Mine chose to sweep 
clean the stage of those final weeks and hours of life out in the Wild West. Leaving nothing 
to chance, it lowered the heavy curtain and boarded up the playhouse. I have no actual stored 
memory of my leaving or anticipation of a possible return. But Mama’s pause did its work. 
Though the details blur, her posture remains.  
I do remember the tiny click of the seat belt against the deafening whine and vibration 
of the airplane engine. I had only flown once before and it had been on a much larger aircraft 
leaving Denver. I wondered now if my mother could see me waving back at her where she 
stood holding on for dear life to DiAnna as if she might fly away too. They were out on the 
section of tarmac designated for an observation deck. Mama smiled with such unfaltering 
confidence, I knew we were all fine.  
When the small turbo prop airplane left the ground, it was directly into the shattering 
brightness of the morning sun. With the momentum of stampeding buffalo it raced to the 
edge of the high desert plateau and lifted off into a sharp ascent to clear a mountain range 
before heading due east.  
 
*     *     * 
Twenty-five years later, graced with my own version of Mama’s steadfast smile, I 
stood waving to my son the night he left home. He was eighteen and I knew his capacity to 
feel absolutely nothing. 
I also knew then the tearing of a mother’s heart. 
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Chapter 3 
Lover of Jesus 
 
When I endure, in the darkness of faith,  
the prolonged wait for the God who comes,  
he has already come to me and is embracing me silently,  
with the same embrace with which I, in faith, embrace him.  
–Carlo Carretto, The God Who Comes 
 
For many years I marveled at the realization that no one tried to stop me from leaving 
home. We didn’t talk about painful things, so for many years the question went unasked. It 
was as if I’d run away from home, sneaked out my bedroom window with my mother 
holding the ladder. Years later Mama quietly said, “There was no stopping you, Donna 
Kaye.” I know what she means now, and she was right. But how I wished they might have 
tried. I wish my daddy would have been there to hug me and say he’d miss me instead of 
choosing to work behind a welder’s mask all day, a job that insured his tear-streaked face 
would stay hidden from the other men.  
Without knowing that Martin Luther and Martin Luther King, Jr. were not one and 
the same, I hunched in a corner on the south end of Toledo trapping cockroaches and holding 
my head against the constant throbbing. I had never known, never spoken to a person of color 
and here there were so many that they bumped into me on the sidewalk. They were break-
dancing on street corners; gangs milled around below my windows yelling obscenities I 
couldn’t understand. Televisions never quieted and boom boxes blared Michael Jackson’s 
“Beat It” so loudly the floors and walls thumped. The traffic, the overcrowding, my 
neighbors… all of it was foreign and to me and smelled like rancid pig fat. My little rural 
church had not prepared me for drug pedaling gang bangers or MTV. I didn’t know who 
Johnny Carson was, and everyone laughed when I mistook the ice-cream truck for music on 
the radio. I would find sanctuary in the arms of Jamé, my Pentecostal boy, a glam rocker who 
loved Jesus.  
 The world was a confusing place which left me sure of only one thing—my salvation. 
I was well prepared in knowing how to lead a sinner into full repentance, even if I didn’t 
actually do so, but especially important to me right then was that I also knew, without a 
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shadow of doubt, that I belonged to Jesus. I had been bought with a price and I loved Him 
beyond all reason, even if I wasn’t quite sure why.  
Work was nearly impossible to find for a young girl just out of high school, even if it 
was the entry level kind. My dedicated job search finally rendered two viable choices: front 
desk clerk of a massage parlor on the dicey West End (this being the happy endings kind of 
deal—not a physcial therapy kind) or secretary to the pastor of a Pentecostal church out on 
the scrappy East Side. I wasn’t sure which would horrify my parents more. I took a gamble 
and chose the church. 
Dear Jesus. I white-knuckled that tent flap while the wind whipped and blew all 
around us. Holding my breath, I watched wide-eyed, trying to discern spirits I knew nothing 
about. I was more frightened and intrigued by The Holy Spirit’s allegedly active presence 
than I was of all the big, dark-skinned people dancing and swaying and praying so loudly and 
for so long, I was sure God had just about had enough. But they just kept on a-going.  
I’d never been to a circus, but these meetings must have come close to the Barnum 
and Bailey Brothers. Waves of power and emotion slammed in with tsuanami strength 
unknown to girls who grew up with hard red soil, sagebrush and Quiet. I might have run 
away except for the fact that love and joy was bubbling up at such levels I would have had to 
backstroke to the foyer doors to get out.  
I wrestled and searched the scriptures and had long conversations with a dear man 
named Reverend Kenneth R. Crowe. He was rotund man, a John Candy look-a-like, who was 
my employer as well as my pastor. Although he dressed each day in a suit, he could usually 
be found in his socks Tuesday through Saturday. Again with the socks. His office was 
directly below mine in the southwest corner of an old grey stone church built in the shape of 
a castle complete with with stained glass windows and parapets in each of the four corners. 
A Buddhist would reach enlightenment before having completed the ascent I climbed 
to my work space each day. I’d run several steep concrete stairs from the sidewalk, pull open 
the outside door into the church foyer, push through double doors, cross the full length of the 
sanctuary, jog up up the altar stairs, into the side door that led directly into the pastor’s office. 
This is where I would say good morning to Pastor Crowe and catch my breath before 
attempting the final steep and narrow set of wooden stairs which landed neatly in my office 
(aka the original changing room for the baptistry). Light filtered in through one crank-out, 
	  	  
185	  
stained glass window facing the alley, but it didn’t offer much of a view. When I felt cabin 
fever coming on, I cranked it open a few inches but not for very long because the only view 
was into the dumpster below. On hot, humid summer days, it would be rank with food and 
diapers from the daycare center that rented the church basement. It was in this tiny cell that 
my heart would begin to find freedom to grow and be stretched and I would start honing my 
very own faith. 
 Pastor Crowe was a head-strong, determined man who sang far off key and got his 
words tangled up, but oh how he loved God and his people. Pastor prayed for hours aloud in 
his office. His doors were only closed when he was praying because he didn’t want to disturb 
me. The doors didn’t keep his voice from coming up through the floor to where I was doing 
the bookkeeping or typing the bulletin though. He clapped when he prayed, shouting, 
“Hallelujah.” Some times I could hear him crying out to God, his voice muffled because his 
face was bowed down to the floor. “Yes, Lord!” He’d answer on behalf of his people and 
community.  
I wanted to have long conversations with God like this man did. I wanted to 
experience Christ’s presence and trust him. Pastor Crowe terrified me a little, especially 
when he was leading a prayer service and seemed so in touch with God, but not like my other 
pastors. His human side showed a lot even in church and he was approachable. I watched him 
lay his hands on the snow white hair of old people during prayer. He knelt down with his 
people and their babies as they gathered around the altar—the whole church—all together. 
He played with the little children during the week downstairs in the daycare. And best of all, 
his pastor’s study was jammed full of books and I was always welcome to stop in for a chat. 
It was a very fancy affair, no mahogany desk or leather wing back chairs. 
My electric typewriter seemed a luxury, until I had to wrestle all afternoon to get the 
events of the week squared up in the grid of the month. I used a lot of white-out. On more 
than one ocassion, Pastor Crowe came pounding up those stairs to look over the church 
calendar or weekly bulletin. The office was no more spacious than a cubicle and he was the 
size of an NFL football player.  
 “Hey there! How’s that bulletin coming along?” He asked one Friday afternoon. 
I sat in the shadow of his almighty presence and waited while he read and looked over 
my work without a comment. He was nodding, nodding, and then all of a sudden his giant 
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hands crushed the bulletin into a ball. In one fluid motion, he swiveled on his socks and slam 
dunked it into the trash can. “You’ll have to try that one again.”  
Baptist girls are pretty terrified of the Lord’s anointed even on a good day with lots of 
pews and pulpit between us. This was too much. Starting completely over meant another 
several hours and I had a deadline to keep. Sunday was coming and the copier machine was 
cranky on a good day. I didn’t do full confrontational conflict. Ever. And certainly not with 
the Lord’s anointed. I didn’t even know there were words to stammer in one’s own defense. I 
forced myself not to dive under the desk. There was no other escape hatch unless I was to 
dart through the side door and down into the baptistry. I burst into tears.  
Pastor Crowe was equally undone. He got flustered and shy and made a quick exit 
down the steep stairs, stopping in his office only long enough to get his car keys. The next 
day I had flowers and chocolates on my desk. His wife, Carol, called to be sure I was okay. 
After my outburst of tears, Pastor Crowe was as gentle as a dove; he learned to ask 
my permission before destroying documents. He and Carol didn’t seem to worry about what 
people might think if he was upstairs having a conversation with me. He spent a lot of time 
with me, a girl far from home, missing her Mama and Daddy and longing to experience the 
presence of the Holy Spirit. We talked about dispensationalism, the belief that all the really 
cool stuff in the book of Acts was a closed chapter for good. The way I saw it the argument 
could go either way, so I remained open to the possibility that Jesus could breathe on me like 
he did his disciples and I would be empowered for his work.  
“God is always a gentleman, Donna. You must first invite the Holy Spirit to fill you. 
You can trust God and give yourself completely to your Creator. Everything will be alright,” 
Pastor said without any pretense. 
I never asked Pastor Crowe to pray over me for what Pentecostals call the Baptism of 
the Holy Spirit. The idea was simply too terrifying. 
 
“If any of this Holy Spirit business is true,” I bartered with the Lord one night, “can 
we strike up a deal just between you and me?” I whispered these words while all alone in my 
back alley apartment on the ghetto South End. Here I was again kneeling with my chin 
resting on a sagging mattress. My knees were itchy after being pressed into the musty carpet 
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now an undecipherable brownish color that was originally gold that I could see from an 
unworn patch underneath the bed. I liked praying in the quiet without a lot of organ noise. 
“God, I can’t articulate exactly what I’m asking for here, but I want you to make your 
home with me. I don’t want you to feel like you have to keep your feet on the mat by the 
front door. I want you to come all the way in.” I was smitten with love for my boyfriend and 
my body ached for his. I wanted to be married to him. To know him intimately. To feel his 
weight upon me, crushing and filling and claiming me as his own. “I want to know you like 
that, Jesus.” 
Three months later, on a warm September night, I was sleeping when I dreamed that I 
was kneeling face down with my forehead and hands placed on the feet of Jesus. And I saw 
something similar to Revelation 21. Jesus was seated on a throne just like the description 
given in Revelation when John writes about the new Jerusalem… And I remembered the 
voice saying, “Now the dwelling of God is with [men], and he will live with them….In my 
dream Jesus is saying, “I am making everything new!” I love to remember this dream for 
many reasons, one of them being that as a child I became so terrified of the book of 
Revelation that I hadn’t read it a number of years.  
The night held a sweet aroma and there was no whooping or hollering going on. No 
loud praying or victory marches or slaying in the Spirit. All was still except for a gentle hum. 
I can’t describe exactly how it all went, but I was lifted up and cradled close. A gentle breath 
blew on my face, in my nose, then down inside my being. I only know to explain it this way: 
at that moment I awoke from a long and troubled slumber with a kiss and without any fear. I 
gasped and inhaled and sat up in my bed. I don’t know how long I sat there in the predawn. 
But as surely as I felt the fabric of my purple bedspread underneath my hands, I had 
experienced the Divine Other. Like young Mary, I too knew the hovering presence of God 
over me. My Lord had come. And from that night on, I would do as young Mary did; I would 
ponder these things in secret. I was filled with light and joy. I was loved.  
I hugged my middle and knew.  
[to be continued] 
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Epilogue 
Why am I like this? It’s the question every kid asks at some point in life. It is the question 
that remains with those artistic types who cannot resist the urge to dredge the bottom of their 
souls looking for answers. One answer comes to mind: the Eagles tune that became popular 
with their Hell Freezes Over, Get Over It. We think to move on and just “get over it” may 
actually be the best choice. Yet, God asks us to remember. The psalmist dialogs with his 
soul.  
Spiritual memoir allows us to do just that—to ruminate and dialog with our souls. It is 
not so different than the “regular kind” of personal narrative in that spiritual reflection also 
considers the conflicting vices and powerholders of one’s past; the roles of individuals and 
organizations—the socius—of those who played a part in forming the identity of the naïve 
writer. Spiritual memoir takes the question a bit further, however, and specifically looks into 
one’s soul and asks not only, why am I like this, but also where is God in all of this? 
Eventually one comes to the place where she can ask questions that turn her thoughts 
outward. She dares to ask, into whose image am I being molded? Am I selfish or serving? Do 
I offer judgment or grace? Am I empowered to bring forth God’s kingdom or have I become 
apathetic to the needs of my neighbors?  
My particular questions regarding early childhood center around who was the primary 
force and shaper of my character: God, the Church, or Mama? How was I formed, and what 
needs to be reformed?  
Where is God in my story? My deepest reality was not the painful restrictive church 
dogma; it was the dance of the Trinity as visible to me as the dancing shimmers of light that 
surrounded Mama, in the laughter of Daddy, and in the kindness and glory of misfit saints.  
In my earliest years, God was mostly found wherever my mama happened to be. Like 
Jesus, Mama said numerous times (and still does), “You kids are my friends,” while giving 
us wide berth to disappoint, make mistakes, lie, and sneak out, betray; while offering us 
forgiveness and unrequited love when we made our way back home.  
Like the nanny in The Help speaking into the hearts of the little girls she cared for 
who said, “You is smart, you is kind, you is important,” Mama spoke into us the character of 
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Christ. Why then did she take us to a church that spoke a wholly different message? We may 
never know.  
She was an artist with unmatched strength and determination. Maybe it was her strict 
doctrine that held her in place. Maybe it was that she had her own ghosts to beat back or an 
antagonist to disarm. Down through the years, I have never had to ask what held her fast 
when all else seemed to be crumbling, when her violin lay silent and her husband was gone 
for days or weeks at a time, she kept her vow to God. She would honor God and her husband. 
For Mama, there was no other alternative.  
My story takes a sharp turn when the church is written onto the page. The simple 
innocence of my first ten years becomes the touchstone that tethered me through the 
complicities and darkness of the church. It is only now in the writing and pondering that I 
muse about what all this meant to my mother. Why didn’t she seek out a gentle shepherd? I 
can only venture to guess that similar to how my view of God is largely determined by my 
parents, hers was too. It remains a mystery; it is her story to tell.  
 
I have not loved the bride because I did not find her glorious, to be anything worth 
writing about. She had not been portrayed as lovely or enticing to me. But when I see 
through the eyes of grace—through the eyes her Groom—I discover women and men 
throughout the ages who loved Jesus and laid their lives down out of compassion. And I 
begin to see her beauty. I love her and want to be her. I want to know her, and make her 
mine.  
Like an orphaned child who has just returned home, I am now discovering the painful 
beauty that is my heritage. I am her. Writes Buechner, “It is more than just memory, I think, 
that binds us to the past. The past is the place we view the present from as much as the other 
way around, and nothing I heard Tillich say about eternity was as eloquent as what was said 
by such times as those, where past, present, and future are all caught up together in a single 
timelessness.”i  
 Isn’t this what Christians and non-Christians share in common? Perhaps at some point 
we all ask What if…? What if there is more to Jesus or Christianity than what I see on the 
surface? What if God is really bigger than my paradigms? My assumptions? My…doubts?
 If so, I can still be found. 
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I am a woman. I’ve tried to skirt this reality most of my life hoping like an 
embarrassed parent of a child who is pitching a kicking and screaming fit in the cereal aisle 
at the grocery store that the disturbance might somehow be overlooked, that it would 
somehow work itself out if I just ignored it long enough.  
Bride of Christ, I was naked and you clothed me. Hungry and you fed me. Imprisoned 
and you visited me. Orphaned and you brought me home. But, oh, the pain and confusion 
you have bestowed upon me. My inheritance has been riddled with confusion every bit as 
troubling as the early church fathers who wrestled, fought and held councils and were put to 
death for heresy for having reasoned it wrongly. Yet, here we are.  
We live in this urgent tension of the now and not yet. Here we are to tell our story to 
the world of Christ’s glory…in us of all places.  
We find woven throughout the rich tapestry of cultures and theologies, a strand of 
people who are known for their passion for prayer and the presence of God. No single faith 
tradition or gender gets the lion’s share for being lovers of the Divine. We find written 
throughout the pages of history stories of men and women who with perseverance and 
courage pressed onward and inward with undying passion to know intimately the secrets of 
God. It is in the pages of their personal stories and written prayers—scripted against a wide 
diversity of backgrounds and cultures—that we discover the stage upon which their ceaseless 
quest for God plays out. Some were brilliant thinkers, other were homemakers or farmers. 
Some were monks and nuns; others married and reared children. Whether born as nobility or 
a commoner, all were original in their narratives of actively seeking the heart of God and 
furthering His Kingdom.ii We are the glorious Bride of Christ. 
On their album, No Line on the Horizon, U2 sings a modern Magnificat: 
Only love can leave such a mark 
You and I will glorify 
Magnificent, Magnificent, Magnificent 
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